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H Q' it 1 to be the Care of all Governments, that 
public Repreſent ations Gul. hage nothing. in them 
— . what it agreeable to the Mannurs, Laar, Religion 
_ Policy of the Place or Nation in which they are exhibit- 
ed; yet is it the general . of the more Learned and 
Virtuows among/! Us," that: the Englifh- Srage bas extremely 
offended in tlas ind: thought : e it auaula be an ho- 
neſt Ambitieu ta attempt a Camedy, aubich might be 740 1 n- 
proper Entertainment in a. C briftian-Common-wealth.. 

In order to this, the, Spark of this Play is introduc d wvith 
as much Agility and Life, as he brought with him Hum 
France ; and as much Humour as I co Beſtoav upon lum, 

i England Bus be uſos- the, Advantages: a Leargicd 
Education, a:neady. Raucy, and a liberal Fortune, auithuut 
the Circumſpectiom aud good. Sexſe. which, ſhau/d. alxuays at- 


tend the Pleaſures. of. a Gentleman that is to ſay, a rea-. 


ſanable Creature. 

Thus he makes falſe le Dave, ets drunk, 3 22 his Man; 
but in the fifth A awakes from bis Debuuch, with the 
Compun#ion and Remorſet which is fuitable to a Man's find. 


ing himſelf in a.Goal for. the. Deny bis Friends erithout 


bis knowing W 


The A lin ther ahr u, an thine}, 6 orrow 
K and cu tender, Bathen, in that. Difrgf, 


are, perhaps, an Injury to the Rules of . Comedy, but I am 
fure they are a, Ju alice to, thoſe of IMierabty : 2 Paſſages. 

ng fo frequently applauded'on the Stage, 
it is high time that we ſbould us langer draw Occaſions -of 


of ſuch a Nature 


Mirth from thoſe Images which the Rela gion of our Country 
tells us aue ought to tremble at with Horror, 

But her Maſt Excellent Majelly has taken the Stage into 
Her Conſideration; and wve may hope, by Her gracious In- 
fluence on the Muſes, Wit <will recover from its Hpeftacy ; 


and that by being encourag'd in the Intereſts of Virtue, twill | 


firip Vice of the gay habit in which it has too long at tear d. 


and cloath it in its native Dreſs of Shame, e and 


Diſbenour. 
Az 1 


7 


Me 


ee e 


JLL the commanding Paw'rs that awe Mankind | 
Are in a trembling Poets Audience join d 
Where ſuch bright Gallaxies of Beauty fe 
And at their Feet aſſembled Men of Wit: | 

Our Author therefore owns his deep Deſpair 
20 entertain the Learned or the Fair; Ss 
Yet hopes that both wwill ſo much be bie Friends, 
To pardon what he does, for what h'intends ; 
He aims to make the coming Action move 
Or the dread Laws of Friendſbip and of Love; © 
Sure then he ll find but very few ſevere, 
Since there's of both ſo many Objects here. 
He offers uo groſs Vices to your Sight. 
Thoſe too much Horror raiſe for juſt Delight ; 
And to detain th* attentive knowing Ear, 
Pleaſure muſt flill have ſomething that's ſevere, 
1f then you find our Author treads the Stage 

With juſt regard to a reforming Age; © . F 

He hopes, he humbly hopes, you'll think there s dr 

| wy to Mis —— Tales dene to * 8 
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UR too advent'rous Author Hara to-night { 


Above the little Praiſe, Mirth to excite, 

And choſe with Pity to chafliſe Delight. 
Fir Laughter's a diflorted Paſſion, born | 
Of ſudden Self-Efteem, and ſudden Scorn z 5 
Which, when tis o'er, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, | 
Both him that mov'd it, and themſelues, deſpiſe + 
While gen'rous Pity of a painted Woe 
Makes us ourſelves both more approve and know. 
What is that Touch within, which Nature gave 
Fir Man to Man, e er Fortune made a Slave ? hn 
Sure it deſcends from that dread Pwwer alone, 
Who levels Thunder from his awful Throne. c 
Aud ſhakes both Worlds — yet hears the wretched Groan. 
'Tis what the antient Sage could ne er define, © 
Wind:r'd—and call d, part human, part divine: 
'Tis that pure Joy, which guardian Angels know, 
When timely they aſſiſt their Care below, 
When they the Good protect, the Ill oppoſe 3 
Tis what our Soveraign feels, auben ſhe beflows, 
Which gives her glorious Cauſe fuch high Succeſs, 
ber only on the Stage you ſee Difireſs. 


i ” 
p , „* on 
PI x 
| AS - 
; 2 6 
. 4 7 ' . 
* , * * - 
1 ae be tes N 94 ” a3” 


; 
8. n * 
— 
* gt n.... 
2 : A 
a * * 8 —_ * 2 
— = 
* n 
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MEN, 


| Oo? Bo OKWIT. 


Young Bookwit. | 
LovEMoORE. th 
Farpentes. h 
LAriNE. 5 


— 


STORM. 


| Cnancoat. 8 
PENBLO E. f 


Victoria, 
BeTTY. 2 


Larricx. „ 


cant, Watch, . Tarmbej?  Ciolmaid, and feral Ga: 


iralt. 
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LYLE: 


'G LOVER: 


OR. THE 


- 


— 1 22 


th. 


A 3 
SCENE, 8. James's Park. 


Enter Tong Boowyr and Larixx. 


LATINE. 


2 1 UT, have you utteily left Oxford ? 
07 V. Bob. For ever, Sir, for ever; my 
ES, Father has given me leave to come to 


af Gaal 7 mn Return be in my on Choice — But, 
N -you know we were talking in 
— „a Week of the Neceſſity, in Intrigues, 

of a faichſul. yet a prating Servant We agreed there- 


Zing bew cat Low who old be the other's Foo:man for 
TH n the 


. 0 I Town, and | don't queſtion but will let | 


2 1s hing Lover Or, 
|  _ the preſent Expedition Fortune, that's always blind, 
me the Superiority. x. „ 
Dat. She ſhall be call'd no more ſo, for that one Acti- 
enn: And I am, Sir, in a literal Senſe, your very hum- 
V. Book. Begin then the Duty of an uſeful Valet, and 
flatter me egregiouſly— Has the Fellow fitted me ? How 
is my Manner? My Mein? Do I move freely? Hare! 
kick d off the Trammels of a Gown? Or does not the Tail 
on' t ſeem ſtill tuck'd under my Arm? Where my Hat is 
With a pert Jirk forward, and little Hitch in my Gate like 
©. I Scholaſtick Beau— This Wig, 1 fear, looks like a Cap. 
L.at. No, faith, it looks like a Cap and Gown too, tho 
at the ſame time you look as if you never had worn either. 
Y. Bock. But my Sword does it hang careleſs ——- 
Do I look bold, negligent, and erect? That is, do I look 
as if I could kill a Man without being out of Humour? J 
horridly miſtruſt myſelf— Am I military enough in my 
Air! | fancy People ſee Lunderſtand Greek: Don't J pore 
a little in my Viſage—Han't I a down bookiſh Lour? A 
7 5 Sadneſs—T don't look gay enough and unthinking, 
A es | 25 | 
Lat. T proteſt you wrong yourſelf—You look very 
briſk, and very ignorant. 5 | 
V. Bock. Oh fy Tm afraid you flatter me. 
lat. I don't indeed II. be hang'd if my Tutor would 
know either of us But, good Maſter, to what uſe do 
you deſign to put the noble Arts and Sciences he taught us 
Ehe Conduct of our Lives, the Government of our 
Paſſions, were his daily, talk to us, good Man! 
V. Book. Good Man! Why I'll obey his Precepts, but 
abridge em For as he: us'd to.adviſe.;me, I'll contract 
my Thoughts—as I'II tell you, -Fack—For. the Paſſions, 
Ill turn em all into that one dear Paſſion, Love; and when 
that's the only Torture of my Heart, I'll give that tortur d 
Heart quite away, deny there's any ſuch thing as Pain, and 
turn Stoick a ſhorter way than e er thy Tutor taught thee 
his is the new Philoſophy, you Rogue you 


Lat. But you wou'd not in earneſt be thought wbolh 
* nenne 


— 


, 3 3 
„„er with” & 


#:x £ 


moſt Temper— 
lous Tales and Opinions your wild Fellows have of em 
Fellows that are but meer Bodies 5 | 


by my Motion I can dance; ſo when I ſpeak Id have you 
ſee I read——yet would ordinarily neither cut Capers, nor 
talk Sentences But you prate as if I came to Town to 
an Employment No; hang Buſineſs —hang Care, 
Kei live and proſper among the men TIl ne'er go near 
the ſolemn ugly things again I'll keep Company with 
none but Ladies bright Ladies — Oh London! Lond in 
Oh Woman! Woman ! I am come where thou liveſt, where 
thou ſhineſt. | n 
Lat. Hey day! Why, were there no Women in Oxford? 
V. Book. No, no; why, do you think a Bed - makers 
a Woman? . . 23 
Lat. Ves, and thought you knew it. 
V. Book. No, no, tis no ſuch thing — As he that is 
not honeſt or brave is no Man; ſo ſhe that is not witty or 


fair is no Woman No, no, Jaci to come up to 


She muſt be 


that high Name, and Object of Defire 


gay and chaſte, ſhe muſt at once attract, and baniſſi you 
l don't know how to to expreſs myſelf ——but a. 


Woman methinks is a Being between us and Angels 
She has ſomething in her that at the ſame time gives Awe 
and Invitation; and I ſwear to you, I was never out in't 
yet but I always judg'd of Men, as I obſerv'd they 
judg'd of Women: There's nothing ſhews a Man ſo much 
as * Object of his Affections But what do you ſtare 
at ſo conſid ente. e el 
Lat. Faith, Sir, I am wondring at you — how tis 


* 


poſſible you could be ſo janty a Town Spark in a Moment, 
and have ſo eaſy a Behaviour-—-I look methinks to you, 
as if I were really your Footman —— | 

V. Book. Why, if you're ſerious in what you ſay— 1 
-own it wholly to the Indulgence of an excellent Father, in 
_ Company I was always free and unconſtrain'd-.. 


ut what's this to Ladies, Zack, to Ladies——T was going 
to tell you I had ſtudy d em, and know how to make my 
Approaches to em by contemplating their Frame, their in- 
Idont ground my Hopes on the ſcanda- 


- 
& 
= 


—Machine——which 
A 


The Ladies Friendſhip: "oh 
v. Book. No; for as when I walk, I'd have you know 


at 


— 


at bheſt enn W eee 9 my Preten. 
at. YooTl gies == by Lear your 
Tat. You!ll-give us a ure . 
Kreſs: Vou ean diſſect her. 

V. Bool. . nt -havedeca ob 
ſer yd on Woman, that I ean know her Mind by her Eye, 
| n her P J can 
read Approbation through Diſdain Can ſee 


when the — CLE eee, 


and betrays the Heart; a ſpar ear's the Dreſs and 


of Love Of — : 


2 But what have the Wars to do with all this? "Wig a 


muſt you needs commenee Soldier all of a ſudden? 


V. Boot. Were't not a taking Complement with my 


Face and Phraſe t accoſt a Slady-Ihladam, I bring 


yſhip a ſearned Heart, one newly come from the 


—— Definitions, Axioms, and Ar- 
| gruments,” Jam an able Sehool- man . I've read-4ri/loth, 
awice over, eompar d his jarring Commentators too, exa- 
mind all the famous Peripateticks, know Where the Sco- 
tiſts-and the Nominals differ: nn needs 
enchant a Lady. 
Tat. eee a 
T. Book. The Name of Soldier bids you better welcowe: 
*Fis Valour and Feats done in- the Field, a ys * 
ery d up for—nor is t ſo hard to atchieve—- 
Lat. The Fame of it, you medtine 
V. Book. Ves; and that will ſerve . Tis but looking 

big, bragging with an eaſy Grace, and confidently mukter- 
ing up an hundred hard Names they underſtand not: Thun- 
der out Villeroy, Catinat, and 1Boufflavrs 5 ſpeak of ſtrange 
Towns and Caſtles, Whoſe barbarous Names, the harſher 
they re to the Ear, the rarer and more talking Still rus- 
ning over Lines, Frenehes, Outworks, . 

and Forts, Citadels, Mines, Countermines, Pickeering, 
| Pioneers, Ocurinels, 4 nag? -and others, -without = 


© oo 


5 


but live and learn, my Lad I can tell thee ten — | 
kuf Are „to make thee known and valued in theſe Regi- 
ons of Wit and Galantry, the Parks the Playhouſe. 
Lat. Now you put me in mind where we are What 
have we to do here thus early now there's no Company? 
V. Boot. Oh! Sir, I have put on ſo much of the Soldier 
with my Red coat, that L came here t obſerve the Ground 
Lam to engage „ muſt I act, I know, ſome 
Lover's part, and therefore came to view this pleaſant 
Walk—-I privately rambled to Town laſt November 
Here, ay here I ſtood and gaz'd at high Mall, till I for- 
got "twas Winter, ſo many pretty She s march'd by me— 
Oh! To ſeethe dear things trip, trip along, and breath ſo 
ſhort, nipt with the Seaſon— ſaw the very Air notwith- 
out Force leave tlieir dear Lips——Oh ! They were in · 
1 8 
. You'll ſee, perhaps, ſach to-lay——but how to . 
W at em OS 
V. Book. Ay, there's it, bow to come at Tm— - 
| Lat. Are you Generous ?/ | 
F. Book. Think I'am no Niggard. 
Bo You'muſt entertain them high, cette 
They talk of Ovid. and his Art of Loving, belibe- 


The Lai Adios Frienuſbip. 5. 


nie Terms, paſſes for a brave Fellow Pon t ft: 


| nl and you outdo his Precepts——The Art of Love, Sir, 


is the Art of Giving—Be'free to Women, they'll be free 
to you. Not ev'ry open-handed Fellow hits it neither. 
Some give by Lapfuls, and yet ne er oblige. The manner, 

u know, of doing a thing is more than the — 
. * Jewel, Which had been refus d, 4 'blanty 5 


F. Book. Some loſe at Play what they defigm a Preſent. 


Lat. Right—the Skill is to be generous, and ſeem not 
bo know of it yourſelf, tis done with ſo much eaſe; but a 


eee Miſtreſs as hed give an 
> = 
V. Book Leaving ſuch Blockheads to their deſery'd ill 


Fortune Tell me if thou lenoweſt theſe Ladies? ; 
Tat. No, not I, Sir; they are above an Academick Con- 
verſe many Degrees—Pve fen ten thouſand Verſes writ 


in 


6 The lying Lever: Or, 


in the Univerſity on Wenches not fit to be either of cheit 

| Handmaids—I never ſpoke to ſuch a fine thing as eithe 
in my whole Life—I'm down-right aſleep o'ſudden—l 

_ muſt fall back, and glad it is my Place to do ſo: Vet I 
can get you Intelligence perhaps I'll to the Footman, 
F. Book. Do you think he'll tell ?— 


Lat. He would not to you perhaps—but to a Brother 


Footman—Do. but liſten at the Entrance of the Mall at 
Noon, and you'll have all the Ladies Characters in Town 
among their Lacquies—You know all Fame begins from 
our Domeſticks— 


V. Pool. That was a wiſe Man' 8 Obſervation—F —— 


him, and know what you can. [Exit Latine. 
Enter PN ELO E. VICTORIA, SIMON and L Trier. 
Pen. A Walk round would be too much for us — well 
keep the Mall— But to our Talk I muſt confeſs I have 
Terrors when I think of marrying Lovemore : He is in- 
deed a Man of an honeſt Charater—he has my 0- 
pinion, but Love does not always follow that—He is {6 
wiſe a Fellow, always ſo preciſely in the right, ſo obſer- 
ving and ſo jealous he's blameleſs indeed, but not to be 

commended: What good he has, has no Grace i in't: He's 
one of thoſe who's never highly mov d, except to Anger— 
Give me a Man that has agreeable. F aults, rather than of- 
fenſive Virtues. _- 5 
Vid. Offenſive Virtnes, Madam! 5 

Pen. Ves I don't know how there's a ſort of Vir- 
tue, or Prudence, or what you'll call it, that we can but 
juft approve That does not win us—Lowemore wants 
that Fire that Converſation ſpirit I would have They 
ſay he's learned as well as diſcreet, but I'm no Judge 
of that: Tm ſure he's no Woman's Scholar; his Wiſdom 
be ſhould turn into Wit, r his Learning into Poetry or 
Humour. 

Vick. Well, Tm not ſo much of your Mind, 1 like a 
ſober Paſſion. 


Pen. A ſober Paſſion! You took me up juſt now when 


| I ſaid an offenſive Virtue—Bleſs _ 
| [Stumbling 3 to a Tal. 


as "Book. [catching hey. 1 How noch am 1 indebted to 
an 


2 tn te. 


dy >. 


S *& 


ſe 


2 
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The Ladies Friendſhip. 7 
an Accident, that favours me with an Occaſion of this 
1 ſmall Service ! For tis to me an Happineſs beyond Ex- 
ir preſſion thus to kiſs your Hand. 1228 651 
1 Pen. The Occaſion, methinks, is not ſo obliging, nor 
- the Happineſs you mention, worth that Name, Sir. 
* V. Book. "Tis true, Madam, I owe it all to Fortune, 
* neither your Kindneſs nor my Induſtry had any ſhare int: 
Thus am I ſtill as wretched as I was, for this Happineſs 1 
ſo much prize had doubtleſs been refus d my want of Merit. 
Pen. T has very ſoon, you ſee, loſt what you valued in 
it: But T find you and 1, Sir, have a different Senſe ; for in 
my Opinion we enjoy with moſt Pleaſure, what we attain 
with leaſt Merit Merit is a Claim, and may pretend 
jaſtly to Favour; when without it what's conferr d is more 
unexpected, and therefore more pleaſing. 

V. Boch. You talk very well, Madam, of an Happi- 
neſs you can't poſſibly be acquainted with, the enjoying 
without Deſert. But indeed -you have done me a very 
ſingular good Office, in letting me know myſelf very 
much qualify'd for Feheity.. - _ Fr | 

Vict. I ſwear he's a very pretty Fellow, and how readily 
the thing talks begin to pity Lowemore, but I begin to 
hate Penelope. How he looks ! He looks at her! 

Y Book. But judge, Madam, what the Condition of a 
paſſionate Man muft be, that can approach the Hand only 
on of her he dies for, when her Heart is inacceſſible... . * 

vi Pen, Tis very well the Heart lies not ſo eaſily to be 
pu ſeiz d as the Hand—I find—Pray, Sir don't know 
what there's in this very odd Fellow, I'm not angry, tho 
Tu he's downright rude - But I muſt - 

ne Y. - Book. But your Heart, Madam, your Heart— 

ITY „ : Preſſingly. 
bs Pen. You ſeem'd, Sir, I muſt confeſs, to have ſhewn a 
T ready Civility, when T'd like to fall juſt now, for which I 
3 cou d not but thank you, and permit you to ſay what you 
. pleas d on that Occaſion— But your Heart, Madam ! Tis 
na il * ſure Sign, Sir, you know not me - Or if you are what 
”' indeed you ſeem—a' Gentleman—ſure you forget your- 
Fl ſelf, or rather you talk by Memory, a Form or Cant 
edt ( Pick you miſtake for ſomebing that's gallant, | 
1 N „ 


Y: Books Madam, | Tveryhunbly begy yourDinita, if 
2 8 and too abruptly —— 
broke through Decencies, and that tho you nn 
@ Familiar to me, Lam a Stranger to you. 
Pen. Pray, familiar Stranger what can you mean? 1 | 
never ſaw you before this Inſtant, nor you me, I believe. | 
V. Book, Perhaps not that you know of, Madam | 
For: your Humility, it ſeems, makes you ſo little ſenſible MI - 
of your own Perfection, that you o erlook your Conqueſi; 
nor have you e er obſerv d me, tho? NT hover Day and Night W | 
about your Lodging, haunt. you from Place to Elace, at 
Balls, in the. Park, at Church.—IT gave you: alb the See- 
nades you've had, yet never till this Minute cou'd I find, 
and this Minute an unfortunate ono. But this 1 is alu f 
my Luck, when I'm out of the Field. | 
Vid. You've'travell'dithen, and: ſeen the Wain, Sir? ] 
VF. Bool. E—Madam—b—All: that: I know: of the 
Matter is, that Lewis the Fourteenth mortally hates me. 
' They-talls of French Gold What Heaps have J refus'd— 
Yet to be generous een to an Enemy, I muſt allow that 
Prince has Reaſon for his Räncour to me—There: has not 
Deen a Skirmiſh, Siege, or Battle ſince I bore: 3 
made not one in: No, nor the leaſt Advantage got o'th 
Enemy but Thad my Share, tho' perhaps not all my Shar 
 o!th*-Glory—you've ſeen my ere _ . Wt | 
know i it, oſten in the Garerte. : 
Pen. Pacer read News, _ | | 
Bnter Lar E. 1 
. What Tale's ho telling now, tro? 
V. Boot. You've never heard I - ſuppoſe, of ſuck Name 
as Ruremonde, Keyſemuart, and! Liege: Nor read of an 
A Balls Gentleman left dead by his Preci itancy upon a 
Parapet at Yenlo—T was — Fling firſt 
_ Kevouty came away——Every: has his Fo ings— 
Naſnhneſs is my Fault. 
Lan Don't you rememomber a certain Place cal 
Sd among your 'Fowns, Sir” 
: V. Bock. Shaw, away—Oh—ob | I beg your:Pardan, 
| Padies ;' this Fellow. knows I was ſhot in ty: left Am, 
and cannet bear the lead uch, * wy 


du me. | | 


r A Mt wc Pay 


Je Ladies Friendſhip. 9 

La He has a Lies 1 - thinks; in every Joint. Aide. 
Ben. No you-bear-any Commiſion, Sir ? * 

V. Book. There's an Intimate of mine, 2 General Off- 

cer, — — — wo Sane but ſtick 

to an one Application, might any thing Lis 

my Misfortune, Madam, to have a Mind too extenſive. 


began laſt Summer's Campaign with the renowned Pfince 


Eugene: but was fore d to fly into Hallam for a Duel with 
that rough Captain ob the Huſſara, Paw: Diack They 
tall of a Regiment For me But thoſe Phi 

it will oblige me ta attend it, and then h can't follew Ho- 
nour where e er ſhe's buſieſt, but muſt» be conſmid to one 
Nation — When indeed tis rathen my; way of ſerving 
with ſuuh of our. Allies as moſt want me. 


Pen But I ſee yon Soldiers never enjoy ſuch a thing as 
ReſtVou but come home in Winter ti turn your Valour 


on the Ladies, tis but juſt a change of: your: Welfare. 


Y. Book. I had immediately — Halland; but 
your Beauties at my Arrival bare diſarmd me, Madam, 


made me a Man o Peace, or rais da Civil ee . 


before du in a Moment, and all my Thong, 
to pl and ſerve: you: 
E— Lowvemore Sin the Walle, Madam bell be ima Fit. 
V. Book Rob me & thi ſudden thus of all my Happi- 
neſs! Yet er you quite forſake me, authorize my: Paſf- 
on, licence my: innocent Flames; and: give me leave to 
love ſuch charming Sweetneſs. | 

Per. He that will love, and knows what üös to love, 
will aſk no Leave of any but hinſbl, _ LL Ladies, 

FJ. Boot. Follow em, Fark | 

Lats I know as muna of a The 
Footmani was in his talleing Vein The handfomer of 
the two, ſays he, I forve, and fle lives in the Garden. 

Y; Book. What Garden þ © 

Lat. Covent Garen: The other Res Were too. I did | 
not ſtay to to aſk her Name, — 
| took particular potics of: . . y. . 


Pere OM SITING II III 


wo. | The ing 1 Lover: 0 
V. Book. Neer trouble thyſelf to know which is which, 


ny GEN GEN WTO? tis ſhe, that pretty 
ſhe I talk'd to. 
L.a.at. If, with reſpe& to your w. ip's Opinion, I 
| might preſume to be of a contrary one, I ſhould think 
the other the handſomer now:  - 


VF. Book. What the dumb vin! Th Pitture—No, 


Love is the Union of Minds, and ſhe that engages mine 
muſt be very well able to expreſs her own.. But 1 ey jor 
ſome ſcolding Landlady has made you thus enamour'd with 
Silence. But here are two o' th' deareſt of my old Com. 
rades, they ſeem amaz'd at ſomething by their Action. 
Enter LovEMORE and FREDERICK. 
Fred. How! A Collation on the Water, and * too? 

Love. Yes, Muſick and a — wt: 
Fred. Laſt Night? 7 

Lowe. Laſt Night too. 2 

Fired. An handſom Treat? | 

Tove. A very noble one. 1 8 

Fired. Who gave it? , 

Lowe. That ann | 
. © When I embrace E eta ads} r 

Tove. When J embrace vou thus —no Happineſs can 

mine. [Salutmng, 

V. Book. I thruſt anyſelf intrudingly upon oy but 
Los pardon a Man © *erjoy'd: to ſee Fat: | -; 

Tove. 3 youre e nee hon never can 


; Me Buok. What were you talking of E. 
Love. Of an Entertainment. e 
V. Bool. Given by ſom# Lover? 55 
Love. As we ſuppoſe. 
V. Book. That — a my ouch ; 

ane the Story. | 

Love. Some Ladies had the Fiddles laſt Night. 2 
V. Book. r 

Love. Yes, twas upon the Water. 
FV. Book: Water ofen foeds be Flame. 
£44 _ 3 3 — 81 „ ; 
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Lowe. In moſt Men's Eyes ſhe is. 
V. Book. And the Muſick. 


Love. Good, as we hear. 


Y. Book. Some Banquet follow d: 
| Love. A ſumptuous one, they fay. 


V. Book. And neither of you all this while know who 


gave this Treat? Ha, ha. 

Love. D'ye laugh at it? 

Y. Book. How can I chuſe, to ſee you thus admire a 
light Divertiſement I you _— IEP | 

Love. You ? 

Y. Book. Ev'n I-—— | 

Lowe. Why have you got a Miſteſs 0 already „ 

Y. Book. I ſhould be ſorry elſe: I've been in Town 
this Month or more, though for ſome Reaſons I appear 
but little yet by Day. I' th' dark o' th Evening I peep 
out, and incognito make ſome Viſits. Thus had I ſpent 
my time but ill, were not 

Lat. Do you know what you fay, Sir—Don' t lay it 
on ſo thick —— 

V. Bock. Nay, you mult be ſure to ks care to be in the 
way as ſoon as they land, to ſhew up Stairs beg Par- 
don, I was giving my Fellow ſome Directions about recei- 
ving ſome Women of Quality that ſup with me to-night 
incog—But you're my deareſt Friends, and ſhall hear all. 

Fred. to Love. How luckily your Rival diſcovers himſelf. 

V. Book. I took five Barges, and the faireſt kept for my 
Company; the other four I fill'd with Muſick of all Sorts, _ 
and of all Sorts the beſt ; in: he firſt were Fiddles, in we | 
next Theorbo, Lutes and Voices. 

Flutes and ſuch Paſtoral Inſtruments i th' third. 

Loud Muſick from the fourth did e the Air. | 

Each Conſort vy'd by turns, 

Which with moſt Melody ſhou'd charm our. "ys 

The fifth, the largeſt of em all, was neatly hung, 

Not with dull Tapiſtry, but. with green _— 

Curboullyc interlac d to let in Air, "FF 

n 3 +7? 2 35 5 2693 CANE bs EI - ts And 
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E 


deckt. 


In this the Feaſt was 
ies I led her whoſe Beauty alone 


governs my Deſtiny. Supper was ſerv d up ftrai ht; a 
will not trouble you with our Bill of fare, what 
were beſt lik d, what Sauces moſt commended 3 'tis 4 


Hough I tell you this delicious Feaſt was of fix Courſes 


twelve Diſhes to a Courſe. _ 
Lat. That's indeed enough of all Conſcience. LA. 


Love. Oh the Torture of Jealouſy ! ¶ Afide.] But, Sir, 


how ſeem' d the Lady to receive this Entertainment; ? We 


muſt know that. 

Y. Book. Oh! That wasthe helghbon't< hs, I war- 
rant you, was quite negligent of all this matter. You 
know their way. They muſt not ſeem to like No, I 


- warrant it wou d not ſo much as ſmile to make the Fellow 
vain, and believe he had Power to move —_— in her— 


ha, ha. 
Love. But how then? 
F. Book. Why you muſt know my 8 grew Poe. 
Uk ——1 pull'd off my Sword - knot, and with that bound 
up à Coronet of Ivy, Laurel, and Flowers, with that 


round my Temples, and a Plate of richeſt Fruits in my 


Hand, on one Knee I preſented her with it as a Cornuco- 
pia, an Offering from her humble Swain of all his Har- 
- veſt—to her the Ceres of our genial Feaſt, and rural Mirth 


Dede ſmifd— the Ladies clap'd their Hands, and all our 


Muſiclæ ſtruck ſympathetick Rapture at my Happineh; 
While gentle Winds, the River, Air, and Shore 5 d the 


Harmony in Notes more ſoft than they receiv'd it—Me- 
thought all Nature ſeem'd to die for Love like me. To 
all my Heart and every Pulſe beat time—Oh the Pleaſure 


4 | of ſurcelefil Love Ha, Lovemore | Ha! What, haſt thou 
| | | ps Office lately You're afraid I ſhould make 
ome 


Prithee ben't ſo ſhy, I have _— io 
aſk but 'of my Miſtreſs; what's the matter f ht 
Love. L only attend, Sir, I only attend 

V. Bool. Then Tl go on. As ſoon as we had ſupp'dt 


Fireworks play ly Squibs of all forts were dated thru 


an 
D 
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| the Skies, whoſe ſpreading Fires made a new A. 
* flaming Deluge ſeem' d 2 fall from Heaven, go with 
ſuch Violence attack'd the Waves, you wou'd have 
one MW thought the fiery Element had left his Sphere, to ruin his- 
11 moiſt Enemy. Their Conteſt done, we landed, danc'd 
hes till Day, which haſty So diſturb'd us with too ſoon. Had 
. e. be ta'en our Advice, or fear d my Anger, he might in 
Thetis's Lap have ſlept as long as at Alemena's Labour 
he's reported: But ſteering not as we wou'd have pre- 
ſerib d, he put a Period to our envy'd Mirth. - 

Love. Truſt me, you tell us Wonders, and with a 
Grace as rare as the Feaſt itſelf, which all our Summer's 
Mirth can't equal. 

V. Book. My Miſtreſs took me o' th' ſudden—I bad 
not a Day's Warning. 

Lowe. The Treat was coftl tho * finely nies vd. 

V. Book. I was fore d to take up with this me. * 
that wants time can't do as he wou'd. 

Love. Farewel, we ſhall meet again at more leiſure. 

Y. Book. Number me among your Creatures. 

Po- Love. © Jealouſy ! Thou Rack, Jealouſy ! 

bound Fred. What Reaſon have you to feel it? The Circum- 
ch that ſtances of the Feaſt nothing agree 
in my Love. In Time and Place they do; the reſt is nothing. 
ns- 1 [Exit Fred. and Love. 
is Har- Lat. May I ſpeak now, „Sir, without Offence? 

| Mirth V. Book. Tis in your Choice now to ſpeak or not, * | 
all our before Company you'll ſpoil all. 

ypineſs; Lat. Do you walk abroad and talk i in your Sleep? Or 
0 d the do you uſe to tell your Dreams for current Truth? 

t- Me- V. Book. Dull Brain! 7 
. To Lat. Why you beat out mine with your Battles, your 

Jeafurs MI Fireworks, your Muſick, and your Feaſts. Vou ve found 

naft thou an excellent way to go to the Wars, and yet keep out of 

14 make Danger Then you feaſt your Miſtreſſes at the cheapeſt 

thing 0] rate that e er I knew ! Why d'ye make em believe you 

50 ha' been here theſe ſix Weeks? | 
. V. Book. My Paſſon has the mors Growth, and I he 
upp d th better Ground to make Love. . 

1 chroug Lat. You'd make one 2 fine things, that __ d 
N 1 2 at 


= The lying Lover + Or, 
but hearken to you—But this Lady might ſoon have 
found you out? „*... 99Gb. TORT. 
V. Book. Some Acquaintance I have got however; this 
is making Love, Scholar, and at the beſt rate too. 
'Lat. 'To ſpeak Truth, I'm hardly come to myſelf yet, 
your great Supper lies on my Stomach ſtill. I defy Pon- 
tack to have prepar'd a better o th* ſudden. Your in- 
chanted Caſtles, where Strangers found ' ſtrange Tables 
ſtrangely furniſh'd with ſtrange Cates, were but fix-penny 
Ordinaries to the fifth Barge ; you were an excellent Man 
to write Romances, for having Feaſts and Battles at Com- 
mand, your Qui xot in a Trice wou'd over-run the World; 
revelling and ſkirmiſhing coſt you nothing; then you vary 
your Scene with ſo much eaſe, and ſhift from Court to 
Camp with ſuch Facility — on 
Y. Book. I love thus to outvie a News-monger ? and as 
ſoon as I perceive a Fellow thinks his Story will ſurprize 
I choke him with a ſtranger, and ſtop his Mouth with an 
extempore Wonder: Didſt thou but know what a Pleaſure 
tis tocram their own News down their Throats again 
Lat. "Tis fine, but may prove dangerous Sport, and 
may involve us in a Peck of Troubles: Prithee, Tom, conſi- 
der that l am of Quality to be kick'd or canꝰd by this . 
V. Book. Huſh, huſh, call it not Lying; as for my wa- 
ging War, it is but juſt I ſnatch and ſteal from Fortune that 
Fame which the denies me Opportunity to deſerve My 
Father has cramp' d me into a College, while all the Wor'd 
has been in Action. Then as to my lying to my Mittreſs, 
tis but what all the Lovers upon Earth do Call it not 
then by that courſe Name a Lie: Tis Wit, *tis Fable, Al- 
legory, Fiction, Hyperbole—or be it what you call it, 
the World's made up almoſt of nothing elſe. What are all 
the grave Faces you meet in publick—meer filent Lies, 
dark ſolemn Fronts; by which they wou'd diſguiſe vain 
empty filly Noddles—But after all, to be ſerious, fince l 
am reſolv'd honeſtly to love, I don't care how artfully I 
obtain the Woman I pitch upon — Beſides, did you ever 
know any of them acknowledge they lov'd as ſoon 33 
they lov'd—No, they'll let a Man dwell upon hie Knees— 
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whom they languiſn to receive into their Arms They're 


no fair Enemy — Therefore tis but juſt, that 


| 1425 . 7 TEES 18 12 | 

| Me uſe all Arts the Fair to undermine, _ | 
5 And learn with Gallantry to hide Defign. | [Exeunt. | 

| „ ty 4 | 3 0 Fa = | 1 
$ — * 3 | P Py 05 | 42 ; 
l | . 1 
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4 Enter old Booxwir, PEeNEL OPE, and LETTIcE. | 


„ 


e E 


Iſtreſs Penelape, I have your Father's leave to wait 
1 upon you, Madam, and talk to you this Morning; 
nay to talk to you of Marriage. e 
Pen. To talk to me of Marriage, Sir? 
O. Book, Yes, Madam, in behalf of my Son Tom 
Bookwit. _ „ | 
Pen. Nay, there may perhaps be ſomething ſaid ory | 
O. Book. I ſent for him from l 1 
he came to Town but Yeſterday; and if a Father can judge, | 
he brings from a College the Mein and Air of a Court 
I love my Son entirely, and hope, Madam, you take my 
Thoughts as to you, to be no want of Reſpect to you. 
Pen. Twere want of Senſe, Sir, to do that. 2 
O. Book. If I can remember my Stile to my Miſtreſs 
of old, I'll eaſe Tom's way, and raiſe her Expectation of 
my Son. [Afide.] Madam, had I my Hat, my Feather, | 14 
Pantaloons, and Jerkin on, as when I woo'd your Humble | | 
Servant's Mother, I wou'd deliver you his Errand. I mar- 11 
ried her juſt ſuch a young thing as you; her Complexion 
was charming, but not indeed with all your Sweetneſs. 
Pen. Oh! Sir! | „ 4 
O. Book. Her Neck and Boſom were the ſofteſt Pillows, 
her Shape was not of that nice ſort; ſome young Women | 
N B3 fuer = 
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ſuffer in Shapes of their Mother's making, by ſpare Diet, 


Cond 
ter: We are but too apt to believe what we wiſh— 


"Y 
hls. 
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ſtraight Lacing, and conſtant Chiding. But twas the 


Work of Nature, free, unconſtrain'd, healthy and — But 
her Charms had not all that Emanation which yours have. 


Pen. Oh fy! fy! 5 

O. Bool. Not thoſe thouſand thouſand Graces, that ſoſt 
Army of Loves and Zephirs, Millions of airy Beings 
that attend around you, and appear only to the ſecond 
Sight of Lovers. | 
Pen. Oh fy! Pray, good Sir, you'll leave nothing for 
your Son to fay, | 1 

O. Book. I did not think I had fuch a Memory. 1 
find the Women are now certainly Daughters of the Wo- 
men before em. Flattery ſtill does it. CAfde.] Tom is my 


only Son, and I extremely defire to have him ſettled—1 


own I think him of much Merit. | 3 
Pin. He wou' d derogate from his Birth, were he not 
much a Gentleman. But to receive a Man in the Cha- 
racter of a Pretender at firſt ſight 5 
O. Book. T'll walk him by and by before your Widow, 


where your own Eyes ſhall judge think there's no- 


thing above his Pretences but yourſelf ; but when one of 
ſo muy excellent Qualities beſtows herſelf, it muſt be 
cenſion—You ſhall not anſwer Farewel, Daugh- 


TExiO. Book. 


Pen. Tis as you aid, Lettice, old Bookwit came to 
ice, ng d 


propoſe his Son. 5 

Let. I overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt 
Night—But, Madam, you han't heard the Song that was 
made on you—Oh! "Tis mighty pretty. The Gentle- 


man is dying for you, he ſays it, pure pure Verſes. 


Pen. Whoever writ em, he's not the firſt Poet I have 
made. They may talk, and ſay Nature makes a Poet, 


but I ſay Love makes a Poet. Don't you ſee elder Bro- 


thers, who are by Nature born above Wit, ſhall fall in 
Love, and write. Verſes—nay, and pretty good ones, 
conſidering they can tagg em to Settlements : But let's 5 
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To C ELIAS Spinet. 


Reading. TI foft Machine that 479 ber Hand be. 


Tell her my Grief in thy harmonious Lay. 
Poor Man- | 


To ſhun my Moan to thee 2 LY 
To her Touch be ſure reply. 
And, if ſhe removes it, die. 
The Device is juſt and truly poetical. 
Know thy Bl WE ay, there I come in, 
Know thy Bliſs, with Rapture ſake, 
Tremble o'er all thy numerous Make ; 
Speak in melting Sounds my Tears, 
Speak my Toys, my on my Fears. 
Which all depend open me, 
Thus force her, when om me ſhe'd fly, 
By her own 2 like me, to die. 
Well certainly nothing touches the Heart of Woman 0 
much as Poetry. I ſuppoſe the Maſter is in the next 


Room, tis his Hour, deſire him to walk in. Twill 


make one's Ears tingle, a Song o one's Self ! 

Here the Song is perform'd to a Spinet. 
Well, doſt think, Lettice, my grave Lover writ this fine 
thing—ſay'ft thou? 


Let. No, Madam—no Body writes Songs on thoſe 


they are {ure of. 

Pen. Sure of me! The Inſolent 

Let. Nay, I know no more but that he faid faid he'd turn 
me away as ſoon as he had married you. 

Pen. "Tis like enough—That's the common Practice 
pf your jealous-headed Fellows—Well, I have a good 
mind to dreſs myſelf anew, put on my 'beſt Looks, and 
ſend for him to dilmiſs him know he loves me. 

Let. I never knew him ſhew it but by his Jealouſy. 


Pen. As you ſay, a jealous Fellow love tis all Mi- 


ſtake, tis only for himſelf he has Deſires; nor cares what 


the Object of his Wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he himſelf has Satis- 


fation—No, he has a Gluttony, an Hunger for me. 


Let. An Hunger for you! I proteſt, Madam, if you'd © 


let me be his Cook, and make you ready, I'd poiſon him. 
But I'm glad Simon disobey d you, and told theGentlemay's 
* who you were, and your — B 4 Per. 


— 
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Pen. Did the Rogue do ſo—Call him hither, 

Let. Simon, why Simon. n 8 

Enter SIMON, — 

- Sirrah, T find I muſt at laſt turn you off you 
ſawey Fellow, don't ſtand ſtaring and dodging wich your 
Feet, and wearing out your Livery Hat with ſqueezing for 
an Excuſe, but anſwer me, and that preſently. : 

Sim. I will, Madam, as ſoon as you aſk me a Queſtion, 

Pen. Not afore then—Mr. Pere. Don't you know 
you told the Gentleman's Footman in the Park who I was, 
againſt my conſtant Order, when I walk early. Come, 
Sirrah, tell all that paſs'd between you-- 

Sim, Why, Madam, the Gentleman's Gentleman came 
up to me very civilly, and ſaid his Maſter was in Diſcourſe 
with my Lady he-ſuppos'd—Then he fell into talk about 
Vails—about Profits in a Service: At laſt after a deal of 
civil Diſcourſe between us — 

Pen. Come, without this Preamble — what he a 
you, Impertinence——tell that, do—— - 


Sim, He aſk'd about you, and Madam Vidoria—l ſaid, 


the handſomeſt of the two was my Lad. 

Pen. Speak on boldly, Simon; I'm never angry at a 
Servant that ſpeaks Truth. _ 

Sim. He told me he ſhould be very proud of my Ac- 

- quaintance : Indeed, Madam, the Man was very well. 
3 Took 2 _ ſhewed a great deal of Reſpect for me, on 

s Account—He is a mighty . — 
% an, pore” and fe, he found I was a ſmart ( 
| he'd come a : 
Pen. Go you have done your Bufinefs—Go down. (F xit. 
Let. Well, after all, Madam, 1 did not think that Gen- 
tleman dif] pleas'd you. | 
Pen. Had but young Bookwit his Mein and Converls 
| tion, how eaſily would he exclude Lovemore ! 
Enter Servant. © 

Ser. Mr. Lovenere is coming up, Madam. 

Pen. He has not heard ſure of is new Propofal. 
Let. Tis poſſible he may, and come to rant or upbraid 
oa Ladyſhip; I wonder 708. endure him a theſe Occa- 

Ts. 
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Pen. I'll rack his very Heart-ſtrings. He ſhall know 
all that Man e' er ſuffer'd for his native Miſtreſs, Woman. 
Let. His Father, Madam, has been ſo long coming out 
u of Suffolk—There are ſtrange Tricks in the World, but 
Ir tis not my Place to ſpeak— 
or Pen However his Father may come at laſt; I will not a 
. wholly loſe him ; as bad as he is, he's better than no Huſ- 
n. band at all—Stay 3 in the. Room, I'll talk to * as. if he | 
- . 
8, 
e, 


were not preſent 
Barer Lovzuo n | 
Love. Ah! Penelope / Inconſtant ! Fickle 8 5 
Pen. But, Lettice, you don't tell me what the Gentle- 
ne man ſaid; now there's no Body here you may ſpeak— 
le Cove. Now there's no Body here Then I am a Thing, 
ut an Utenſil I am no Body have no Eſſence that I am 
of ſenſible of —I think twill be ſo ſoon—This Ingrate— 
# this-Perjur'd! 
'd Pen. Tell me, I fay—how the Match happened to 
| break off; 
Love. This is downright Abuſe—What ! Don t you 
ſee me, Madam? 
Let. He had the Folly, upon her being commonly civil 
to him, to talk of directing her Affairs before his time: 
In the firſt Place he thought it but neceſſary her Maid, 
her faithful Servant Mrs Hetty, ſhou'd be remov'd. 

Love. Her faithful Servant, Mrs. Betty—Her Betrayer, 
her Whisperer, Mrs. Lettice—Madam, wou'd you but 
hear me—T will be heard=—— 

Pen. Prithee fiep, Lettice, and ſee what Noiſe is that 
without. | 
Lope. The Noiſe is here, Madam; 'tis I that make 
wat you call Noiſe—'Tis I that claim aloud my Right, 
2rſa- and ſpeak to all the World the Wrongs I ſuffer. 
| Pen. Cooling Herbs well ſteep'd— a good Anodine at 

Night, made of the Juice of Hellebore, with very thin 

Diet, may be of uſe-in theſe Caſes. | | 

Both looking at hom as dfturb'd. 

raid Love, Caſes What Cafes ? I ſhall downright run mad 
cca- with this dam'd Uſage. Am I a jeſt? . 

Pin 


Let. A Jeſt—no Faith, * Mad. 
vdeß—Hla ha! ha! Ws 4 | 
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Love. Hark'e, Lettice—T'll downright box you 
Hold your Tongue, Gipſy — —_ 1 5 
Let. Dear madam, ſave me- Go you to him 
Pen. Let him take you Bleſs me how he ſtares. 
Let. Take her. . hs 2 
Po.” Take ck J „ [ Running round each other. 
Tode. Very ſine— No Madam, your Gallant, your 
Spark laſt Night; your fine Dancer, Entertainer, ſhall 
take you—He that was your Swain, and you, I warrant, 
a fantaſtick Nymph of the Flood, or Foreſt ; ha! ha! ba! WW 1 
To be out all Night with a young Fellow —Oh! That WW 7 
makes you change your Countenance, does it ſo— Fine 
Lady—You wonder how I came to'know—why chuſe 
a diſcreeter the next time—he told me all himſelf —— ly 
Soon — die for Shame at hearing of theſe Words—do— 
Pen. I am indeed downright 'd for him that ſpeaks "1 
em; whence this Inſolence, if not from utter Diftrattion, W 4, 
under this Roof? ä Pu 
' Lowe. Oh! The Ingrate Have not I, Madam, two N. 
long Years, two Ages, with hümbleſt Reſignation depen- vi 
ded on your Smile; and ſhall I ſuffer one of Yefter- lo. 
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| 
day's—to treat you, to dance all Night with you? If 
Pen. Speak ſoftly—my Father's coming down. 4 
' Love. Thy Father's coming down ! Faithleſs—Thou BY un 
I haſt no Father. But to croſs me by Night upon the Water! WW 
Per. Well, by Night upon the Water What then - 
A AA . the 
Pen. What of that? a 


Love. Without Bluſhing when you hear of't? F 
Pen. Bluſh for what What do you drive at? 7 
. Lowe. Can you then coolly aſk what tis I mean, thoa I pho 
Reveller, thou Rambler; a fine young Lady with you. N 
Midnight Frolicks ! But what do I pretend to know I Da) 
not how with bended Knees to call you Ceres — make ¶ unk 
3 * an Offering of Summer Fruits, and deify your Vanity is b! 
| Thou art no Goddeſs, thoh'rt a very Woman, with all I the 
the Guile—-Your Barges! Your Treats! Your Fireworks! WW Moy 
Pein. What means the Infolent—You grow inſuffer· I thei 
— 5 8 * r Ke: 

| . 
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12 Lowe. Oh Penelope That Look, that disdainful Look 

5 has pierc'd my Soul, and ebb'd my Rage, to Penitence 

8 and Sorrow—T own my Fault Tm too raſu 

* Pen. Th' imaginary Enemies you raiſe are but meer 
Forms of your ſickly Brain ſo I think, and ſcorn em. 

5 A diffident, an humorous, and ungenerous Man, who 


| without Grounds call me Inconſtant, ſhall ſurely find me 
Jar ſo: She will be very happy that takes a conſtant Man 
all with twenty thouſand Humours. | | 
nt, Love. Is it a Fault my Life's bound up in thee, 
ia! That all my Powers change with thy Looks, © 
hat That my Eyes glote on thee when thou'rt preſent, 
And ake and roll for Light when thou'rt abſent ? 
Pen. A little ill Uſage, I ſee, improves a Lover ſtrange- 
ly; Inever heard him ſpeak ſo well in my Life before. ¶ Aae. 
Love. Of you I am not jealous : 5 
'Tis my own Indeſert that gives me Fears, | 
And Tenderneſs forms Dangers where they're not; 
doubt and envy all things that approach the: 
Not a fond Mother of a long-wiſh'd-for only Child beholds 
with ſuch kind Terrors her Infant Offspring as I do her I 
love. She thinks its Food, if ſhe's not by, unwholſom ; 
and all the ambient Air made up of Fevers and of Quartan 
Agues, except ſhe ſhrouds it in her Arms Such is m 
unpitied anxious Care for you; and can I ſee — 
Pen. What other? | | . 
Love. Nay, if you make a Secret of your Meeting 
there's all that I ſuſpect int Another Voung Bookwit 
Pen. I never ſaw his Face Voung Bookwit ? 
| | Lowe. What ! Not tho? he ſollicited a Glance, with Sym- 
thou I phonies of charming Note, with ſumptuous Diſhes—— 
your Not when the flying Meteors from the Earth made a new 
know BW Day—Not ſee him—Oh ! That was hard—That was 
make I unkind : Not one Look for all this Gallantry ! But Love 
uty— WF is blind — You can be all Night with the Son, all Day with 
ith all I the Father, and never ſee either—His Father was here this 
orks Morning; ſeek not to excuſe I find your Arts, and ſee 
uff; I their Aim too—Go, go, take your Bookwit—Forget 
KY your Lover, as he now muſt you. L 


theſe 


22 The Hing Lover + Or, 


Pen. Hear but three Words. 

Lowe. What ſhall they be? f 

Pen. Prithee hear me. 

Love. No, no, your Father's coming down | 
Pen. He is not coming, nor can he overhear us. There' 
Time and Privacy enough to diſabuſe you. 

Love. F'll hear nothing unleſs you will be married, un- 
leſs you give me, as a preſent Earneſt of yourſelf, three 
Kiſſes, and your Word for ever. 85 

Pen. To give way to my Satisfaction then——and be 
Friends again you wou'd, Mr. Lowemo: Gs have three 
Kiſſes | 

Love. Three Kiſſes, your F aith and Hand. 

Pen. Nothing elſe; will you be ſo contented ? . 
Lowe. I'll expect higher Terms, if you accept not 
uickly then. 

2 Well hen—No, my Father 5 coming 3 ha! ha! 
„ 

Love. Lon h at m Sufferin —flight my Anger! 
Is this your bat . 85 of my Love 3 oy 
| Revenge, Revenge I'll print on thy Favourite in his 
Heart's Blood my Revenge. Our Swords—our Swords 
ſhall diſpute our Pretences, rather than he enjoy what my 
long Services entitle-me to, which is to do myſelf right 
foes what he intends an Injury; tho perhaps what. we 
fhall diſpute for is better loſt. 

Per. Mr. Lovemore, you vat taken very great 1. 
berties; you ſay I have injur'd you in my Regard to an. 
other—TIs your Opinion then of what you 24 you wil 
difpute whe ſuch as you juſt now aid—better loſt ? 
Tee Look you, Madam—ſo—therefore—as to that 

—this 5 ſuch—for _ it—You don't | conſider whit 
you ſaid to me 

Pen. Ha! ha! ha! 

Love. You ſhall by all chat —You ſhall i repent is. 

{ Flings ou. 
Pen. Thie is all we have for't, a little Dominion before- 
hand—Theſe are the Creatures that are born to rule u, 
who creep, who flatter, and ſervilely beſeech Favour; 
which obtain . they grow ſullen, * and inſolent; Fl 
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into the Gift, the Manner of beſtowing, with all the little 
Arts th* ungrateful uſe. to hide, or kill their Senſe and 
Conſcience of a Benefit 
Let. 'Ay, ay, Madam, tis ſo— I had a Sweet heart 
once, a Lady's butler, to whom I gave a Lock of my 
2 Hair; and bh Villain, when we quarrell'd, told me 
half of em were gre x 
Pen. Ha! ha! ha! ! The Ingrate—the Faithleſs, as 
l pvemore lays 
Let. And yet, Madam, the Rogue ſtole a Letter out 
of a Book to * me for it-as my next Suitor found out. 
Pen. However, I am ſure tis in my Fate to be ſubjeRt 
to one of em very ſuddenly. 
Let. Ah! Madam! The Gerdithiin this Morning— 
Pen. The Fellow's very well, and I am mightily miſta- 
ken if my Couſin Victoria did not think fo— 

Let. And ſo do you heartily. i ber | 
ba! Pen. Yet I wiſh I had ſeen this young Bookwit before 
Lovemore came to day 

Let. I'll tell you how, Madam Victoria has yy 4 
Lover, and is your entire Friend-- Now, Madam, fi 
poſe you got her to write a Letter to this young Gen Gentle- 
man in her own Name—You meet him under that Name 
incognito; then if an Accident ſhould happen, both you 
and ſhe may be ſafe, and puzzle the Truth: You never 
writ to him, ſhe never met him 


Pen. A lucky Thought—Reep to her immediately— 
Tu come to her, or ſhe to me. | 

Let. I fly, I fly LEæit. 

Pen. This is 8 a lucky Hint of the Wench, in 
which I have another Drift too Now ſhall I ſift my Friend 
Vidtoria, and perfectly underſtand whether ſhe likes that 
apreeable young Fellow ; for if her reſerv d Humour eaſily 
falls in with this Deſign on Bookazt, ſhe's certainly ſmatten 
._ * Wvith the other, and ſuſpeAs me to be fo too—What is 
Is. I this dear, this ſudden Intruder Love, that Victoria's long 
aud faithful Friendſhip, Lowemere's anxious and conftant 
efore Paſſion, both vaniſh before it in a Moment Why are our 
en Hearts ſo 3 at our os. Dew ;- - 
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24 "EINE e 
i Enter Victoria. 
ris. Dear Pea I ran to you—well, 3 


Pen. Set Chairs, and the H abea Tea, and leave us. [Ex. 


Let.] Dear Victoria — you have always been my moſt 


intimate Boſom friend Vour wary Carriage and Cir- 


cumſpection have oſten been a Safety againſt Errors to 
me -I muſt confeſs it. [Filling her Tea. 
Vid. But, my Dear, why this Preface to me To the 
matter —— _ 

Pen. You know all that has paſs d betweein me and 
Mr. Lovemore. 
. 1 have always approv'd him, and dae thn 
than ever For tis not a Mein and Air, that makes that 
worthy Creature, a kind Huſband, But — 

Pen. True, but here was old Bookewrt this Mornin, , with 

my Father's Authority to talk to me of the Subject o Love. 

Vie. Nay, Madam, if ſo, and you can reſolve to obey 
your Father I contend not for Lovemore ; for tho the 
young Men of this Age are ſo very vitious, ſo expenlive 


both of their Health and Fortune 


Per. How zcalous ſhe is to put me out of her way. 
Falſe Creature! { 4fide]—But, my dear Friend, you 
don't take me—your Friendſhip out-runs-my Explanati- 


 on—' Twas for his Son at Oxford he came to me—he 


is to walk with him before the Dpor that I may view hin 


by and by— | 


Vid. Nay, as one muſt obey their Parents wholly—l 
think a raw young Man that never ſaw the Town, is bet 
ter than an old one that has run through all its Vices—! 


congratulate your good Fortune There's a great Eſtate— 


and he knows nothing, juſt come to Town—The Fur- 


niture, and the Horſe Cloaths will be all your own De- 


vice for the Wedding, and the Horſes, when and where 
pleaſe—He knows no better 
Per. But one ſhall be an. teaching a raw Creature 


a Manner— 


Vid. Never et him 3 one—'twill make him like 


"Jam and think of making Advances elſewhere: You'd 


better have him a Booby—How could I think of the old 
_ for PO INOS you, Pen old 82 has its Infir- 
mities, 
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mities, and tis a ſad Proſpect for an honeſt young Woman 

to be ſure of being a Nurſe, and never of being a Mother 
A Pen. Oh! That I had but your Prudence ! But, my 
| Dear, I have a Requeſt to make to you, and that is that 
r- you would write him an Aſſignation this Evening in the 
to Park—T'll obey the Appointment, and converſe with him 
a under that Diſguiſe l For the old People will clap up a 


Match before I know any thing of the real Man—And if | 


he 
one don't know one's Huſband, how can one manage 

nd him ? That is to ſay, obey him? OTC 

| Vid. Oh! Pray my Dear, do you think I don't under- 
ore MW ſtand you—Oh ! And there's another thing—A Scho- 
hat lar makes the beſt Huſband in the World. 

Pen. Becauſe they are the moſt knowing 

vith Vie. No, becauſe they are leaſt knowing—But I'll go 
we. immediately and obey your Commands I wiſh you 
bey heartily well, my Dear, in this Matter. King her. 


the BY Pen. I thank you; Deareſt I don't doubt it indeed. 


five Vict. Where are you going now, my Dear—Oh fy ! 

This is not like a Friend — Do I uſe you ſa, dear Madam? 
Pen. Nay, indeed, Madam, I muſt wait on you 
Vi. Indeed you ſhan't—indeed you ſhan't. | 


Pex. Well, Madam, will you promiſe then to be as free 
with me—Thus does ſhe hope to work me out of my 


has been too faſhionable to paſs any more—T have not 
truſted her The cunning Creature begin to hate her 
10— I Il never be a Minute from her. „ 
Enter old Boox wir, young BooxwIr and LArIxE. 


ſince you were in it ? 3 | 
V. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not have been ſo impa- 


had builded to me. 


m like O. Book. But I don't obſerve you affected much with + 


Loud the Alterations Where have you been? 8 88 
V. Book. No Faith, the New Exchange has taken up 
s Infr. A all my Curioſity. | | 


mit. gs a O. Boot. 
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[Pen. follows. 
Lover, by being made my Confident But that Baſeneſs | 

O Book. Well, Tom, where have you ſaunter'd about | 
fince I faw you? Is not the Town mightily increas'd- 


tient to have left Oxford; had I ſtaid a Year longer they 
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26 The hing Lover: Or, | 
O. Boat. Oh! But, Son, you muſt not go to Places 
to at Women. Did you buy any thin? 
V. Book. Some Bawbles—But my Choice was fo di. 
trated among the pretty Merchants and their Dealers, I 
knew not where to run firſt—One little liſping Rogue, 
Ribbandths, Gloveths, Tippeths—Sir, cries another, | 
will you buy. a fine Sword-knot ; then a ny 


Voice and Curſy—Does not your Lady want Hoods, 
Searfs, fine green Silk Stockings—I went by as if I had 
been in a Seraglio, a living Gallery of Beauties—ſtaring , 


from Side to Side; I bowing, they laughing—ſo made 
my Eſcape, and brought your Son and Heir ſafe to you, 
through- all theſe Darts and Glances—to which indeed 
my Breaſt is not impregnable—But I wonder whence [ 
had this amorous Inclination= TY 
O. Bok. Whoever you had it from, Sirrah, tis your 
Buſineſs to correct it by fixing it upon a proper Objet— 
But, Tom, you know I am always glad to hear you talk 
with the Gaiety before me, that you do.elſewhere—But 
T have now ſomething of Conſequence (that ſudden ſe- 
rious Look was ſo like me.) [ 4/de.] What J am going ka 
to ſay now, I tell you is extraordinary— - a | 
V. Beok, I could not indeed help ſome ſeeming Ex- all 
. travagancies L have been forc'd to—But— FF 
DO. Book. I do not grudge you your Expences, I was not 55 
going to ſpeak on t for I decay, and ſo do my Deſirs, WM 
while yours grow ſtill upon you. Therefore what may W _: 
be ſpar d from mine, 1 heartily give you to ſupply your Nip 
*Tis but the juſt order of things—lT ſcorn to hoard what 
I only now can gaze at, while -your Youth and Perſon p 
want thoſe Entertainments you may become and taſte W 
All your juſt Pleaſures are mine alſo—In you my Youth f 4.” 
and gayer Years methinks I feel repeated. | 
V. Beek. Then what can give you, ir, Uneaſineſs? 
O. Book. Your AﬀeQation of a Soldier's Dreſs, makes 
me think you bent upon a dangerous, tho noble Courſe 
E That you'll expoſe a Life, that's dearer to your Father 
than yourſelf, to daily Hazards; I therefore have reſoly'd 
to ſettle thee, and choſen a young Lady, witty, prudent, 
rich and fair— ae FTE . 


The Ladies Friendhip 1 
v. Book. Oh, Videria Ale. ] You cannot move 
too ſlowly in ſuch a Buſineſs. 

O. Book. Nay, tis no ſudden thing—Her Father Fe 
J have been old Acquaintance, and I was ſo confident of 


ber Worth, and your Compliance, that-I can't with Ho- 
nour diſengage myſelf. | 


V. Book. How, Sir! When Honour calls me to the Field, 
where I may perpetuate your Name by ſome braveExploit.-- 


O. Beat. You may do it much better, Tom, at home by 
5 2 ne Boy—Come, come, it muſt be ſo 
2 


V. Book. What ſhall I do for ſome Invention? * 


„ O. Book, Let it be ſo, dear Tom, it muſt be ſo. 
d V. Book, What if it be impoſſible? *' 
[ O. Book, Impoſlible ! As how ? 
Y. Book. . my Knees I beg your I Sir; [ am— 


ur O. Book. What 
k V. Book. At Oxford 


ut V. Bock. Why I am married there, fince you needs 
ſe- muſt know. 


ng i O. Boe. Matricd wee oy Conſent l. 


unhappy Accident—Yet indeed ſhe 1s an excellent Crea- 

ture ! 

La. e n e, oldies adlloGontine 
—But I remember he us d to be out of the College whole 
Nights we Knew not where. : [ Hfade. 

PeExXELOPE and Vice CTQRIA at the Indus. | 


ploy my Rival to write to him! How confidently ſhe 
tres at the Fellow, and obſerves his Action 

67 Vi2. Betty, do you fee with what Intent, and with 
ls 


what Fire in her Eyes Penelope yazes yonder—Bat take 


nakes you that Letter and give — old Gentleman's 
ourſe eone—Goodneſs! How concern'd he ſeems! Well, ſome 


a Women — [Exit Ladies frem above. 


| O. Book. Let that paſs, ſince the Buſineſs is irrevocable 
aden, What is her Name? 


RS Matilds, and her Father's Newton. 


O. Book. What art thou at Oxford? Riſe and tell me. 


V. Book. There was a Force upon me; you'll eaſily get 
all annull'd if you defire it—It was the croſſeſt, moſt 


Pen. The very Man we niet this Morning ; and I em- * 


O. Bock. . 


"HY The lying Lover : Or, 

O. Book. They're Names I never heard before; but goon. 

V. Book. This Lady, Sir, I {ſaw in a publick Aſſembly ; 
at the firſt Sight ſhe made me hers for ever. From that In. 
ſtant I languiſh'd—nor had vital Heat out of her Preſence 
The Sun to me ſhed Influence in vain—He roſe and 
ſet both unobſerv'd, nor was to any living this human Life 
ſo much a Dream as me: All this ſhe obſerv'd, but not un- 


touch'd obſerv'd. She ſhewed a noble Gratitude t'a noble 


Paſſion ; Favours I ſoon receiv'd, but ſeverely modeſt ones. 
Lat. Oh ! That's preſuppos'd, you to be ſure wou'd 

ne'er deſire any other. 5 1 8 [Afide, 
V. Book. We had contriv'd to meet o' Nights, 

The ſweeteſt Hours of Love; and there was 1 

One Evening in her Lodging—'Twas as I remember, 

Yes, twas on the ſecond of December; | 

That's the very Night I was caught 


| Lat. 'Tis ſtrange, a Fellow of his Wit to be trepan'd 


into a Marriage— _ | Fr I 2 
V. Book. Her Father ſupp'd abroad that Night, which 
made us think ourſelves ſecure—But coming home by 
Accident ſooner than we e ed, we heard him at the 
Door—How did that Noiſe ſurprize us !- She hid me be- 
kind the Bed, then lets him in. 

O. Book. I tremble for the poor young Lady—Pray go 

on—How did ſhe recover herſelf? egg 
F. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little Tales to 
divert him, and hide her diſcompoſure —which he inter- 
rupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſuddenly to one 
propos d to him that Evening—This was to me Daggers. 

O. Book. But ſhe! _ . 
V. Book. She by general Anſwers in that Caſe managd 
it ſo well, that he was going down, when inſtantly my 
Watch in my Pocket ſtruck ten He turns him ſhort on 
his amazed Daughter, aſked where ſhe had it—She cried 
her Couſin Martha ſent it out of the Country to be mended 
for her—He ſaid he would take care on't ; ſhe comes to 
me, but as I was giving it her, the String was ſo entangled 
in the Cock of a Piſtol I always had about me on thoſe 
Occaſions, that my haſte to diſengage it fir d it off —My 
Miſtreſs ſwoons away—The Father ran out, a o 
. er 


S ob ond veg 
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Murder—T thought her dead, fear d his Return, which 


be ſoon did, with two boiſtrous Rogues his Sons, and his 


whole Family of Servants—I wou'd have made my 
Eſcape, but they oppos'd me with drawn Swords; [ 
wounded both; but a luſty Wench with a Fireſhovel at one 
Blow ſtruck down my Sword and broke it all to Pieces 
O. Book. But ſtill the poor young Lady— _ ; 
V. Book. Here was I ſeiz'd Mean time Matilda wakes 
from a Trance—beholding me held like a Ruffian, both 
her Brothers bleeding—She was returning to it—What 
ſhould I do? I ſaw the hoary Father in the divided Sorrow, 
for his Sons Lives, and Daughter's Honour, of both which 
he thought me th' Invader—She with pitying, dying 
and reproaching Looks beſeech'd me—and taught me 
what I ow'd her conſtant Love—I yielded, Sir, I own I 
yielded to the juſt Terror of their Family Reſentment, 
and to my Miſtreſs's more dreadful Upbraiding. Thus 
am I, Sir, the Martyr of an honeſt Pathon— | 
O. Book. That I moſt blame is, that you conceal'd it 
from your beſt Friend—T'Il inſtantly to Perelope's Father, 
and make my Apology—He is my Friend—  [Exit. 
Lat. This Marriage ſtrangely ſurpriz d me g- 
V. Book: Why, did you believe it too, as well as the old 
Gentleman? Why then I did it excellentily—Ha, ha, ha! 
Lat. What, the Watch—The Piſtol! Lady ſwooning, 
her pitying, upbraiding Look! All Chimera ! 
V. Book. Nothing but downright Wit, to keep myſelf 
late for Victoria. e „ 
Lat. May I deſire one Favour? 5 
V. Book. What can I deny thee, my Privado? _ 
Lat. Only that you'd give me-ſome little ſecret Hint— 
when next you L—are going to be witty—But to jum- 
ble Particulars ſo readily ! Tis impoſſible you cou d, I 
believe, at the beginning of your Tale know the end- 
VVVVVVVVTTVTVTTrTTTTTTTT—— 
V. Book. Theſe are Gifts, Child, meer Gifts; tis not 
to be learnt the Skill of Lying Except Humour, W it, 
Invention, Preſence of Mind, Retention, Memory, Cir- 
cumſpection, c. were to be attained by Induftry— 
You muſt not hum, nor haw, nor bluſh for't— . 


2 Lat. 


30 The hing Lover: Or, 


Lat. Who have we got here ? 


BETTY entring. 


Bet. May I be ſo bold as to crave the Liberty t to ak 


your Name ? 


Y. Book. My bright Hand. maid, my little ſhe Ganimed: 
— Thou charming Hebe—You may aſk me my Name 
for I won't tell it you—till you Nenn I'd have 
the more Words with you-— 

Bet. Are not you Mr. Bookwit ? 


V. Book. The very ſame, my Dear. 
Bet. There then He's a * pretty Man. 


[ Exit Betty. 
| v. Book: [reading.] You may —— Four Perſon, 


and Charafter—this Evening near Roſamond's Pond, i 
the oi her fide the Park.  Vreroru, 
Oh the Happineſs ! What is become of the Girl—Oh! 


Latine / Latine ! Aſk me fifty Queſtions all at once! What 


ails me ? Why this Joy—Who 1s this from—Oh I could 
die methinks this Moment, leſt there ſhow'd he in Fate 
ſome future Ill to daſh my preſent _——_ Jah 


why doſt not aſk me what's the matter ? 


Lat. If you'd but give me leave— 


v. Book. No, do not ſpeak—Let | me talk all, 1 fn 


wou' d celebrate my fair one's Praiſe, her every Beauty 


But the Mind's too full to utter any thing that is articu- 


late, and will give way to nothing but meer Names and 
Interjetions—Oh— Victoria Victoria Victoria — Ol 


my Victoria Read there. 


Lat. Well, I own this ſubſcrib'd marie But fill 
am afraid of Miſtakes. 

V. Book. No— Kneel down and aſk F . 
don't believe that ſhe that wou'd not ſpeak to me wou'l 
write—But after all Raptures and Ecſtaſies—prithee ſt 
after the Maid, learn what you can of her Fortune, and 
ſo forth—Get Intereſt to be admitted a time. 

[Exit Latin. 
5 Fan DERICK. | 

Fred. Sir, Lr Servant. 

Y. Book. Yours, Sir, have you Babel with me? | 

Fred. This Paper ſpeaks i is * 2 


©» > un i. 


Y. Book. [reading.] Of a Friend you've made me your 
mortal Enemy——With your Sword J expect Satisfaction to- 


wi morrow Morning at fix in Hide-Park. LoveMoORE, 
Do you know the Contents of this Letter ? 

ede Fred. Ves, Sir, it is a Challenge from Lovemore. 

me Y. Book, Are you to be his Second ? P 

ave Fred. J offer'd it, but he will meet you ſingle. 


Y. Book. The fewer the better Cheer. 

Fred. You're v leaſant, Sir. 

Y. Book, My go ee was ever Challenge Proof— 
Iwill be very punctual. | Exit Fred.] I fall into Buſineſs 
very faſt— There, thou dear Letter of Love—Be there, 
thou of Hatred There Men of Buſineſs muſt ſort 
their Papers I fear he ſaw me put up two Letters. 

| . Enter Larius. 

Oh, Fack, more Adventures, another Lady has writ. 

Lat. Let's ſee it. 3 

Y. Book. No, always tender of Rep.—ſhe is of Qua- 
lty—A Gentleman Uſher came with it—I can't believe 
there's any thing in that old Whim of being wrap'd in 
one's Mother's Smock to be thus lucky ſuppoſe I was 
uſed like other Children—They clap'd me on a Scull- 
cap—ſwath'd me hard, play'd me in Arms, and ſhewed 
me London—PBut however it comes about, I have ſtrange 
Luck with the Women. | | | 

Lat. But let us ſee this Letter. 9 5 6 

V. Book. [reading.] No, no—A Woman of Condition 
to go ſo far But indeed your Paſſfion—your Wit—My 
Page, at the back Stairs —Secrecy and your Veracity 

Lat. There her Ladyſhip nicked it—Pox, Ill be as 
humorous and frolick as you—you pert Fellows are the 
only ſacceſsful— | 

Y. Book. Well ſaid, Lad—and as Mr. Bayes ſays, now 
the Plot thickens upon us, we'll ſpend our time as gaily 
5 the beſt of em and all of it in Love— | 


| Each to ſome darling Paſſion is inclin'd, 
ef | Let Love be fill the Biaſs of my Mind. [Exeunt. 


C3 " * HEE 


For fince through all the Race of Man wwe find, 5 
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AGF; 0; 
Enter VicToRIa and BE TT. 


VICTOR 1 4. 


"THIS was indeed, Bett), a very diverting Accident, 
that I ſhould be employ'd to write to her Lover 
now I can't but think how angry my Couſin Pen. is—ſhe 
frets, I warrant, at her very Looking:glaſs, which usd 
to be her Comforter upon all Occaſions. Ha, ha, ha! 
Pet. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lettice's Place for 
all the World Nothing to be ſure can pleaſe to-day ; 
did you mind how ſhe neſtled and fum'd inwardly to {ee 
your Ladyſhip look ſo well—Nay, indeed, Madam, you 
were in high Beauty— © 5 
Vie. Vet I muſt confeſs I was myſelf a little diſcom- 
pos d I was aſham'd for my Friend—and then to ſee 
her ſhew ſuch a regard for a Fellow— 2 8 
Fer. But I ſwear, were I to have my Will, you ſhould 
be always angry at me— It gives your Ladyſhip ſuch a 
pretty Fierceneſs, and quick Spirit to your Features not 
that you want it yet it add: —- e 


hay Pony 


* 


Vid. There are ſome People very unhappily pretend 
to Fire and Life; there's poor ſtupid infipid Lady Fad, 
has heard of the Word Spleen, and Diſtaſte, and ſets up 
for being out of Hymour, with that unmeaning Face of 
hers. | | BY 

Bet. You're in a fine Humour, Madam 
Vit. Her Ladyſhip's Phyfician preſerib'd Anger to her 
upon which ſhe comes in poblick with her Eyes ftaring 
ly open—this ſhe defigns for Vivacity, and gapes about 
like a wandring Country Lady—She pretends. to be 2 
Remarker, and looks at every: Way Be alaſs ſhe want 
it here and knows not that to ſee, is no more to look, 
than to go, is to walk For you muſt know, 2 


STA 2. . t- 


SY 8 


* 
= 
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Child can ſee—but tis an obſerving Creature that can 
look—as every pretty Girl can go, but tis a fine Woman 
that aks. | | 
Both. Ha | ha! ha! 8 
Vic. But by the way there's Mrs. Penelope, methinks, 
does neither; I have a Kindneſs for her, but ſhe has no 
Geſture in the leaſt—My Dear _ 
| Enter PENELOPE. 
Pen. Well, my Dear . | 
Bet. How civilly People of Quality hate one another. 
| | 'C f [4 de. | 
Pen, Well, my Dear, were not you ſtrangely Ry 
to ſee that this young Bookwit ſhould be the Soldier we 
met this Morning ? CO 
Vick. The Confident lying Creature! Indeed I won- 
der'd you'd ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long. 

Pex. You muſt know, Madam, he's married too at 
Oxferd. ae” : „ 
F78. The ugly Wretch ! I think him downright diſa- 
greeable—But perhaps this is a fetch of hers ; he had no 
married Look. . [Alt. 

Pen. Vet I am reſolv'd to go to your Aſſignation, if it 
be but to confront the Coxcomb, and laugh at his Lies— 
Such Fellows ſhou'd be made to know themſelves, and 
that they're underſtood. | | | 

Via. IIl wait upon you, my Dear. She's very prettily 
dreſs'd. [Alde.] But indeed, my Dear, you ſhan't go 
with your H ſo— It makes you look abominably, 
with your Head ſo forward There [ Diſylacing her 
Head.) That's ſomethingVou had before a fearful, filly, 
bluſhing Look Now you command all Heart— 

Pen. Thank you, my Dear— | 
Vid. Your Servant, Deareſt— | 

Pen. But alas, Madam, who patch'd you to- day Let 
me ſee — It is the hardeſt thing in Dreſs—1 may ſay without 
Vanity know a little of it That ſo low on the Cheek 
pulps the Fleſh too much Hold ſtill, my Dear, I'll place 
it juſt by your Eye Now ſhe downright ſquints. [ Aide. 

Vid. There's nothing like a ſincere Friend for one is 
not a judge of one's ſelf—I have a Patch-box about me. 
„ e Hold, 
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Hold, my Dear, that gives you 2 ſedate Air, that large 
one near your Temples | 

Per. People, perhaps, don't mind theſe things=—But 
if it be true, as the Poet finely ſings, That. all the Paſſion 
in the Features are, we may ſhew, or hide 'em, as we 


know how to affix theſe pretty artificial Moles— 


. Vie. And ſo catch Lovers, and le Phyftognomy, 


Pen. Tis true; then pray, my Dear, let me put a 


little Diſdain in your Face For we'll plague this Fop— 


There that on your Forehead does it. 


Vi. Hold, my Dear, I'll give Indifference for him, a 


Patch juſt at the Point of your Lip exactly ſhews it—And 
that you're dumb to all eee pn 


Pen. You wiſh I wou'd be. [fide 

Vie. There, my Dear. | 

Pen. But, dear Madam, your Hair is not half powder'd-- 
Petty, bring the Powder Box to your Lady—lIt gives one 
a Clean Look (tho your Complexion does not want it) to 
enliven it. 

Vie. Oh ! Fy, this from you ! But I know you won't 
flatter me, you're too much my Friend. - 

Pen. Now, Madam, you ſhall ſee— [Powders her. 


| Now ſhe looks like a Spright. Ia [ Jjede. 


Vi#. Thank you, my Dear, we'll taks an Hack—Oit 


Maids ſhall go with us—Come, dear Friend. 


Exe. Arm in Ain. 

Bet. Pray, Madam Lettice, be pleas'd to go on. 

Let. Indeed, Madam Berty, I muſt beg your Pardon, 

Bet. J am at home, dear Madam ee 

Let. Well, Madam, this is unkind] dont uſe you 
with this Ceremony—— Eren. 

Enter young BookwiT an Laring after a Flourifs. 

V. Pook. Vicboria] Viftoria | Vittoria ! 


Lat. Make way, make way—Py * your Jeave—Stand 


by—Vieeria ! 8 

Formoſam reſinare duces Amaryllidæ dyn. 

V. Book. Well ſaid, Fack—Let me fee any of yout 
Sparks beſides myſelf, keep ſuch an Equipage! I don't 
queſtion but in a little time 1 ſhall be a finer Fop than the 
Town has yet ſeen—All my enn ſhall be * 


thou art While thus thus I ride immortal Steeds—How 
my Hotſes ſtare at me They ſee lam a very new ſort 
of Beau | 


Lat. This is rate—The having this Noiſe of Maſicl 


But won't it be reckon'd a Diſturbance—— | 

Y. Book. No, no, it is an uſual Gallantry here But 
the Vocal is an Elegance hardly known before me here— 
who am the Founder of accompliſh'd Fools—of which 
TIl inftitute an Order—All Coxcombs of Learning and 
Parts ſhall after me be call'd Bookwwits—A Sect will ſoon 
be more numerous, and in more Credit than your Ariſ- 
totelians, Platoniſts and Academicks 

Lat. Sir, "twill be extraordinary, and you are really a 


'. wiſe Perſon—You put your 3 Philoſophy into 


Practice — Tis not with you à dead Letter 
V. Boat. Oh! Sir, no: The Deſign of Learning is for 


the uſe of Life Therefore I'll ſettle a Family very ſud- 


denly, and ſhew my Literature in Oeconomy—— 
Lat. As how, pray ? 


V. Book. T'll have four peripatetick Footmen, two 


Followers of Ariſtippus for Valets de Chambre, and an 


Epicurean Cook—with-an Hermetical Chymiſt (who are 


good only at making Fires) for my Skullion, and then I 
think all is diſpoſed But, methinks, this Fair One takes 
ſtate upon her But I am none of your Languiſhers—I 
am not known in Town, and if I miſbehave, tis but 
being ſent back again to my ſmall Beer, and three half- 
pony Commons—And I, like many another Beau, only 
d and vaniſh'd— 
Lat. But you know I love Muſick immoderately— 


How do you difpoſe your Entertainment, let em begin 
V. Book, Well, give me but leave The Fiddles will 


certainly attract the Ladies, I mean the Nymphs who 

have Grotto's round this enchanted Foreſt In the firſt 

ſlice, you Intelligences that move this Vehicle—How 
Fellows ſtare? f „ 


Chir. Good your Honour, ſpeak to us in oy ee | 


V. Book. Why then you Chairmen—wherever I move 
you are to follow me==For I mean to ſtrut, ſhine through 
the Duſk of the Evening, and look as like a lazy Town 
Fool as I can, to charm 'em— . Lat. 
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Lat. Well, but the Muſick 
V. Book. But remember, ye Sons of Phæbus, . 
of the String, and Lyre ; that is to ſay, ye Fidlers Let 
me have a Flouriſh as I now direa—When I lift up my 


Cane, let it be Martial—If I but throw myſelf juſt for- 


ward on it, or but raiſe it ſmoothly—Sigh all for Love, 


to ſhew, as I think fit—That I wou'd die, or fight for 
- her you ſee me bow to—Well then ſtrike up— 


S O N CY | by Mr. Leveridge. 


15 J. 
ven has left ber Grecian 1/es, 
With all her gaudy Train : 
Of little , N Cares and Smiles, 
Q in my larger — to reign. 


7 ; tender 'Herds and ; A Deer, 
Forget your Food, forget your Fear, 
The bright Vigoria bill be here. 
. 
I he Savages about me throng, 
Mov'd with the Paſſion of my Song, 
And think Victoria Jews 5 long. 


V. Book. There's for you, Jack; ; is not that like a fine 


Gapleman that writes for his own Diverſion ? ? 


Lat. And no bodies elſe. OT 
V. Book, Now] warrant one of your common Sparks 
would have ſtam p'd, fretted and cry'd, What the Devil! 


 Fool'd'! Jilted! Abus'd ! While I in Metre, to ſhew you 
how well nothing at all may be made to run 


The Savages about me throng, 
Mom d with the Paſſion of my 8 ong, 
And think Victoria fiays too long. 
Lat. I begin to be one of thoſe Savages. 
Euter VicroRiA, PENELOPE, LETTICE and BETTY. 
Vid. We had better have ſtayed where we were, and 


lined to chat 1 Eccho, _ _ come in n Search 
of that Liar. | 
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Lat. Do you ſee yonder? ?? . 
V. Book. | Gives the Sign and fings himſelf.] Thus, Ma- 


dam, have I ſpent my Time almoſt ever ſince I ſaw you, 
repeated your Name to the Woods, the Dales, and eccho- 


Pen. Prithee obſerve him—Now he begins 

V. Bool. I had not Time to carve your Name on _ 
Tree, but that's a melancholy Employment, not for tho 
Lovers that are favour'd. with Aſſignation 5 

Vict. Prithee, Couſin, do you talk to him in my 
Name I'll be ſilent till I ſee farther — 

Pen. The Spring is now ſo forward, that it muſt indeed 
be attributed to your Paſſion that you are not in the Field. — 

V. Book. You do me Juſtice, Madam, in that Thought, 
for I am ſtrangely peſter d to be there Well, the French 
are the moſt induſtrious People in the World had a 
Letter from one of their Generals, that ſhall be nameleſs 
(it came over by the way of Holland) with an Offer of 
very great 'Terms, if I wou'd but barely ſend my Opinion 
in the Uſe of Pikes—about which he tells me their Prince 
and Generals have lately held a grand Court Martial— 

Both. Ha! hal ha! + 5 | | 

Lat. Theſe cunning Things keep ſtill together to puz- 
zle us—T'll alarm him—Sir, one Word n 

Vid. Come, come, we'll have no whiſpering, no Meſ- 
ſages at preſent Some other Ladies have ſent, but they 
ſhan't have you from us | | 

Both. Ha ! ha! ha! 

V. Book. I hold myſelf oblig'd to be of the ſame Hu- 


mour Ladies are in—Ha! ha! ha!—Now pray do me the 


favour to tell me what I laugh'd at. 
Pen. Why you muſt know——Your talking of the 
French and War, put us in mind of a young Coxcomb 


that came laſt Night from Oxford, calls himſelf Soldier, 


treats Ladies, fights Battles, raiſes Jealouſies with down- - 
right Lies of his own inventing ; ha! ha! ha! 

Y. Book. That muſt be an impudent young Raſcal 
certainly; ha ! ha! ha! 2 
Vit. Nay, this is beyond Compariſon * 
Y. Book, I can't conceive how one of thoſe ſneaking 
e W 


N K 0 -- 
Academics cou d perſonate ſuch a Character: For we 


bred in Camps ! Have a Behaviour that ſhews we are us'd 


to act before Crouds—— 


Pen. Tis certainly ſo—Nay, he has been confronted 


with it, as plainly as I ſpeak to you, and yet not bluſh'd 
Man—— 


fÿor it, but carry d it as if he knew not the 


Y. Book. That may be tis want of knowing them - 
ſelves, makes thoſe Coxcombs ſo conſident. | 

Pen. The Faithleſs! Shameleſs l. Well then, to ſee if 
poſſible ſuch a one may be brought to that Senſe, I tell 
you, this worthy Hero two Days ago was in Hanging- 
fleeves at Oxford, and is called Mr. Bookwit. Ha ! ha! 

v. Book. Well, was it not well enough carry'd—Poo, 
I knew you well enough, and you knew me, before you 


writ to me for Mr. Bookwit's Son— But I fell into that 


way of talking purely to divert you—lI knew you a Wo- 


man of Wit and Spirit—and that acting that part would 


at leaft ſhew I had Fire in me, and wiſh'd myſelf what I 
would be half an Age to ſerve and pleaſe you—Suffer in 
Camps, all the Viciflitades of burning Heats and ſharp 
Vie. Look you, Sir, I ſhall tell Mrs. Matilda Newton, 
your Spouſe at Oxford, what you are ſaying to another 


2 Prithee Coufin, never give yourſelf the Trouble 
to meddle in fuch a Work—one hardly knows how to 
ſpeak it to a Gentleman, but don't touch the Affairs of fo 


W a Liar—— 7 gs 
. Book, Ha! ha! ha Why, Madam, have they told 
you of the Marriage too Well I was hard put to it there 


I had like to have been gravell'd, Faith—you were 
more beholden to me for that, than any thing—Had it 
not been for that, they had marry'd me to Mrs. Penelope, 
old Gerrrels Grand- daughter. The great Fartane—But | 


refus d her for you who are a ter Ali. 


Tat. Sir, Sir, pray Sir, one Word 
Pen. and Fidh. Stand off, Siren. 

_ 778. You ſhay't come near him, none of your dumb 

Signs. | | | e 

Pen. Then you have refus d Penelope, tho a great For- 

tune — What cou'd you diſlike in her ? ex 


/ 


Tue Ladies Friendlbip. 39 

V. Book. The whole Woman Her Perſon, nor Car- 
nage pleaſe me She is one of thoſe Women of Condi- 
tion, who do and ſay what they pleaſe with an aſſur d 
Air, and think that's enough, only to be call'd fine Miſ- 
treſs ſuch-a-one's manner 

Per. This is not to be endur'd—1 do aſſure you, Sir, 
Mrs. Penelope has refus'd your Betters. 


F. Book. I don't much value my Betters in her Judg- 


ment—But am ſorry to ſee you concern d for her. When 
I have been at Church, where I firft ſaw you—T've ſeen 
the gay giddy thing in a Gallery watching Eyes to make 
Curũes She is indeed a very ceremonious Church-wo- 
man, and never is guilty of a Sin of Omiſſion to any La- 
dy of Quality, within Eye-ſhot—In ſhort, I don't like 
the Woman, and wou d go to Tunis or Aleppo for a Wife, 
before I'd take her 

Vid. I cannot bear this of my Friend: Jf yoo goons 
Sir, at this rate, Tunis or Aleppo are the propereſt Places 
for you to ſhew your Gallantry in—'twill never be re- 
ceived by any 3 hope ſhe believes me. LA. 

Pen. The Lady's in the right on't—who can confid 
in a known common Impoſtor ? | 

Y. Book. Ah Madam! How can you uſe 1 
_—— unjuſtly—PBut call me what you will, Liar, 

—do but add,. your Servant, and I 

hu af — 1 indeed, Madam, ran through many 
Shifts in Hopes to gain you—and cou d be contented to 
run . all hs apes i in Ovid's Metamorphoſis, cou'd 
I but return to this on my bended Knees, of my "Ru 
one's Humble Servant. f 


718. Prithee let us leave W me, I won- 


der you can ſuffer him to entertain you fo long—Leave 


bim, let him kneel to the Trees and call to the Woods 
if be will —Oh, I could brain him—how ugly he looks 
kneeling to her. AlAde. 
Pen. 80 o, Ill fay to plague him more—But what 
Opinion can I have of this ſudden Pafſion—You hardly 
know me, I believe, or my Circumſtances —— X 
V. Book. No, no, not I—I don't know you—Your 
wm was not Alderman Sterling's at” 


9 The Hing Lover: Or, 
Father Mr, Phillip. of Grays-Inn, who had an Eſtate 


and never practis d? You had not a Brother kill'd at 


Landen? Vour Siſter Diana is not dead; nor you are not 
_ Co-heireſs with Miſs Molly —no, Madam, I cou t know 


you, no, nor love you! 
Pen. T wiſh I had taken her Advice in hats 


_ her all this while—Pſhaw, this is downright fool. 


Let's go, my Dear, leave him to the Woods, as 

ne. ay. I wiſh twas full of Bears. I Alt. 
Vi. No—Now T'll ftay to plague him. 

Pen. No, you ſhan't ſtay—Sir, we have given our- 

ſelves the Diverſion to ſee you,-and confront you in your 


+ ora : in which you have intangled yourſelf to that 


__ you know not even the Woman you pretend to; 
therefore, Sir, I ſo far deſpiſe you, that if you ſhould 
come after me with your Fiddles—P'll have a Porter— 
Ready to let you in. LA.. 
Vic. I don't know how to threaten a Gentleman in that 
manner: But I'm ſure I ſhall never entertain any Man that 
has diſoblig d my Friend, while my Name's Vi#oria— 
[Exeunt Arm in Arm, 

Lat. Maſter—methinks theſe Ladies don't underſtand 
 Wit—They were very rough with you. 

Y. Book. Ay, they were ſomewhat dull—but really 
Victoria dif Td herſelf at 188 going, methinks, * 
ably enough 
Lat. I believe they are redest loft 

Pox on't,. when I gave you ſo many Signs HE 
F. Book. Well, hang thinking—Let's to the Tavern, 
and in every Glaſs name a new Beauty; till I either for- 
Set, or am inſpir d with ſome new FTI to attain her. 


While in a lovely Bowl I eue ny Care, 


* ceaſe to 2 ak to think her, Fair. = 


x ; 


„ n 
of „ 


S. . By , 9 pany 
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A r 
SE E N E, Covent Garden. 
| Eater Young BookwiT and LATINE. 


Young B O O K 1. 


HIS Roebuck has almoſt done my Buſineſs— R7ghy's 
an honeſt Fellow, and wou d not poiſon us. The 
Wine had good Humour, Mirth, and Joy in't My Blood 
beats high and frolick : What ſays my dear Lacquie? Ha! 
Lat. Why, Sir, I ſay, Sir, that I am in ſo noble, ſo ex- 
alted a Condition, that I almoſt forget I am your Honour's 
V. Book. Do but your Buſineſs well to-night—— 
Lat. Who ſays the Tongue ſtutters, Legs falter, and 
Eyes fail with Drink — Tis falſe, my dear Maſter, my 
Tongue runs faſter than ever—My Legs ſo briſk and 
nimble, that I can't ſtand ftill ; and my Eyes are better 
than ever they were; for I ſee every thing double - But 
the Letter, the Letter, I warrant I give it her. 23 
Y. Book. Here, here, Jack, take it. | 
Lat. Let's come. nearer the Lamp This is the foul 


Copy of it that *tis wrap'd in—Let me judge—Now 


Tl be ſedate—Let me read it again. Sa 
Y. Book. But you look curſedly flaſterd—They'll ſay 
by drunk Let's ſee, I muſt comb your Wig a 
Lat. I ſhall be kick'd for this Letter here about the 
middle Vou ſhou'd not talk of Joys ſo ſoon—You ſhou'd 
write miſerably a Fortnight, or three Weeks longer 
ſhall be kick'd. | | 
V. Book. What then? What then? A Man of your 
Philoſophy muſt needs remember—the Body's but *. meer 
8 | — 
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Organ of the Mind—Kicks come under the Topick of 
things without—What ſhall I do for Powder for this 
ſmart Bob. [ Combs out his own Wig into Lat. 
Lat. "Tis no matter, Sir; Powder comes under the No- 
tion of things without. / Ip 
V. Book. Oh! But Ladies are no Philoſophers ; but as 
to being drub'd (theſe Stockings too) you muſt fix your 
Imagination upon ſome other Object, and you may by 
force of Thought ſuſpend your Feeling The Body is but 
the Inſtrument of the Mind and you may command 
an Inftrument. =, 
Lat. No, Sir, I'll have you to know, I'll fave my 
Carcaſs by meer dint of Eloquence. You have no other 
Y Beo. No: But may Perſwaſion, Grace, and Elo. 
cution bang on thy 1 if you can come in to 
Victoria, the and the Wine you've drank will inſpire 
you. Farewel. 1 . Exit, 
Lat. This is the inchanted Caſtle which the Lady fair 
inhabits. Ha! Mr. Simon, Sir, I am your moft humble 
Servant—My dear Friend X 
| | Enter Sion. 
Sim. Your Servant, good Sir, my Lady is with Ma- 
dam Victoria at Cards She I he here to. night But alls 
ruin'd—They are both huge angry with your Maſter. 
But Lertice having taken a Fancy to you, Mr. John, ſpoke 
up. rarely, that ſhe did indeed: DOR 
Lat. Can't one come to the Speech of her? 
| Sim. I wasorder'd to have a ſtrict Eye to the Door, and 
let no Body in whatever I don't care for going up, be- 
cCauſe ſhe'l] ſee I have made a Cap of one of the fineſ 
Napkins, for which ſhe'll make a plaguy Noiſe. 
Lat. Nay, nay, you are exactly of my mind, I love 
to avoid Anger 8 Re | 
Sim. You are a little diſguis'd in Drink tho, Mr. Jobr— 
But I han't ſeen you, not I—Go ftrait up—Mrs. Lettia 
1s in the Anti-chamber. | p99 


Lat. I thank you, dear Friend. My Maſter bids me 


upon theſe Occaſions—— | [Gives him Moy. 


Sim. I beg your Pardon, good Mr. John. ; 


pp PRs. hy gay Sy uy, . oa „ 


a 


Lat. Look you, I am a Servant as well as you, what 


you were very well ſpoken—Well—Put up briſkly. ' III 
againſt all Maſters and Miſtrefles whatever. ; 


| ſmall Candle, two large ones by her unlighted. 


Mo. and Mrsfortunes, the faithful Argalus Was renown d all over 


in to e Plaint of Arca—Arca—Arcadia—for his loyal and | 


ſpire true ¶ fection to his charming Paramour, PARTHENLA— 
Eri, WM Bieflings on his Heart for it—there are no ſuch Suitors 


y fair il vow-a-days I Mecping.] But I hope they'll come to- 


uuble gether again at the end of the Book - and marry, and 
have ſeveral Children — Oh! Bleſs me! A Man here! 

| | | 3 Turns over the Leaves. 
Ma. The Gentleman's pretty Man | [Aude 


Enter LATIN E. 


and my Lady in the next Room—T proteſt I'll cry out. 

| | JJV 
Yr, and Lat. Dear Mrs. Lettice, my Love to you [Aloud 
p, be- Let. Hiſt— hiſt! T am, methinks, however, loath to 


e finet Wl diſcover you, becauſe Servants muſt do as they're bid— | 
for I know it was not to fee me—but ſome Meſſage from 4 


E lore Ml Your Maſter you came about. 
| Lat. I offer'd to bring a Letter from him, in hopes to 
vb be you, my Deareſt. Tll not give it at all. I don't care. 
Lettia Deareſt. ls her Hand. 


Let. Pho, pho ! Now you are rude, becauſe you know 
one dare not diſcover you—You do what you will: How 


Pray, did you never live 55 a Lady's Service? 


3 


do you mean, Mr. Simon. ? Come, come, Time's preci- 
ous—W hen your Lady's marry'd all theſe Vails will end— 
Sim. Nay, I ſaid behind your Back, Mr. Jobn, that 
ſtand your Friend as much as one Servant can to another, 
Lat. Thanks, good Mr. Simon. | [Excunt. 
SCENE opens and diſcovers LETT1CE reading by a 
Let. 'Tis a moſt fad thing, one dare not light a large 


Candle, except Company's coming in—and I ſcarce can 
ſee to read this piteous Story Well, in all theſe Diftreſſes 


laſter. I wonder by what Means, with that Impudehce, you 
ſpoke could offer to come up Stairs, at this time o th' Night — 


te kiſſes one s Hand warrant he has kiſs'd his Betters 
Lat... 


TY , 
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Lat. No, nor do I value any of che Sex but your dear 
ſelf, Mrs. Lettice I wou' d be diſcover d. I Alu. 


I'm in a Rapture ! In a Flame! 
Pen. within. Who's there? [ii vice within, 


Let. Hiſt, hiſt ! Cou'd not you have fore'd- a Kiſs qui- 
ely—Madam—Madam—Hold me faſt—Shew the Let. 
ter, my Lady's coming—T tell you, Sir, ſhe will receive 
no Meſſage at all—Get you down Stairs, you impadent! 
5 me faſter yet, ſhe loves your Maſter. 

[Softly afide to Latine, 

Enter PEN ELO E and VICTORIA. 
Pen. What can this mean What Fellow s that has 
ſeiz d the Wench? 

Let. Madam, Madam, here's Mr. Brokwit's Fora 

drunk, and has directly ſtole up Stairs with ſome ill De. 

ſign, 1 fear, on me — But has a Letter from his Maſter to 
your Ladyſhip. 

Pen. C al up the Servants; Simon, Wi liam, * Alf; 
I'll have the Raſcal well baſted for his Infolence—Serv'd 
juſt as his Maſter deſerves; _ 

Lat. kneeling. Let not thoſe Lips, more ſweet than La- 
bour of Hyblzan Bees, utter a — as if a Libyan 
Lioneſs on a Mountain gave thee Suck, and thou wert 
the obdurate a of al a Rock. 

Vid. Hyblzan ] Libyan! Ohdurate ! Ridiculous—The 
Fellow has -ot his Maſt er's Cant! Ha, ha, ha! 


Pen. T'll put him out of it, III warrant you What, 


will no one come up there? 
Enter Serwants uh Brooms, Et. 

Lat. Oh! For the force of Eloquence to allay ak re- 
concile the Paſſions of this angry Manſfion—TI had like to 
have ſaid plain Houſe, which had been againſt the Laus 
of Buſkin, in which I would at preſent talk. 


Pen. Did you ever hear any thing like this ? Ha, ha! 


Maid. Madam, ſhall I beat him? | 
Lat. Ah culinary Fair, compoſe thy Rage; ; thou whoſe 
more ſkilful Hand is ſtill employ'd in Offices for the Sup- 
port of Nature, deſcend not from thyſelf, thou bright 
Cook. maid There I ſunk again ! With heightned Guſts 
and 3 * * you what wou ws be + Labou elſe 


3 


my. BY os „ oo. tray 
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3s made Delight. Thou great Robuſt, let not thy Hand 
all ned aſſault a Life it rather des ſhould preſerve 

Maid. Good Madam, excuſe me, can t touch him 
[ have Bowels for him ¶Wecping. 

Sim. I wiſh I had his Learning, ru warrant he buys in 
every thing wherever he lives | 

Lat, This, Madam, this- faithful Paper tells you the 
Paſſions. of the tendreſt Heart that ever bled for cruel. 
Maid—Oh Victoria Did you but hear his Sighs, his 
rellleſs Hours hom often. he repeats Vicboria - 

Let. Vidtoria ! Then I find; this is none on't meant to 
my Lady Nor to me neither The Maſter and Man are 
both Rogues. [ A/ade.. 

Pen. Receive your ſeaſonable Epiſtle now at Midnight. 

Vid. He can't mean me To you he all along addreſs'd 
—Wou'd I cou'd read it without her. Lide. 

Pen. To ſhew you I value neither Author nor Bearer of 
it—Kick the Fellow down. 

Lat. Nay, Madam, fince Matters muſt come to Extre- 
mities, I'd — have the Honour of your Ladyſhip's 
Command, to be cudgel'd by your good Family, than have 
i from my Maſter- A diſappointed Lover in his Rage 
will frike 5 Stane-walls and things inanimate, much more 
2 poor live-Footman. Therefore I muſt deliver my Meſ- 
lage—T'll read it to you, Ladies, for I ſee you F. 

Pen. Away with him. | 

Lat. If the Sincerity of my 1 utentions were not— 

Let. Get out, falſe Wretch. | 


Lat. Demonſtrable, in ſpite f— 
Maid. Take that 


L ie e e e 3 bane Ae d) 


Haul not dare ta tell 2 how alternately F «zs, Raptures, 


Ecflafies, M Yorvers eee „ and Anxieties do attack a Breaft 


devoted to 

Whither ſhall injur'd Virtue fly for ſhelter, 

When Love and Honour ſuffer thus in me 
Ob! ¶ cau'd rage, call Elements about me, ſpout 88 $ 


8 7 be drub'd with Broom-ſtaves ? [Hit Lat. 
Pen. 9 ne boy _—_ TIN __ is cold. 
(E xeunt.. 


. | 1 5 *D 2 | Enter. 


actly like the others, 
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Enter LovEMORE axd FREDERICK. J 
Love. It is fo pleaſant a Night, that I will ſee you over 
the Garden to your Lodgings—— | ; 


* 
— 


Fred. That Compliment won't paſs upon me—Your 


Reaſon for ſauntring this Way is that 'tis near Pene/ope's, 
Leve. I come for her ſake! No; ſhou'd ſhe write, be. 
ſeech, kneel to me, I think I ne'er ſhou'd value her more, 
No, I'll be no longer her Tool, her Jeſt ; ſhe ſhall not 
dally with a Paſſion ſhe deſerve not | | 
Fred. Twere very well, were this Reſolution in your 
Power * but believe me, Friend, one Smile, one Glance 
that were but doubtful, whether favourable, wou'd con- 
quer all your Indignation. L e 
Love. Faith, I'm afraid what you ſay is true. 
Fred. Then ftrive not to be rationally mad, which you 


attempt, if you think you can at once be at your own 


Command and at another's—Wou'd you be Maſter of 


. yourſelf, and have a Miſtreſs] - | 


Lowe. But I can rebel againſt that Miſtreſs. 
Fred. Do if you can—Nay, I'm ſure tis in your Poy- 


er, becauſe to-morrow Morning you are to fight a Rival 


for her—becauſe tho you know ſhe lies backwards, and 
you can't ſo much as ſee her Chamber-window, you muſt 
needs walk hither—Well, I proteſt I'm of your Mind; 


there is methinks now a particular amiable Gloom about 


that Houſe—Tho' perhaps to ordinary Beholders it is ex. 


Lowe. You are very witty, I muſt confeſs, at your 


_ Friend's Follies, Mr. Frederick. 


Fred. I won't then any longer diſturb your Meditation, 


but e en go home like a dull Rogue as I am, and without 
Love enough to any Woman, or Hatred enough to an) 


Man to keep me awake fall faſt aſleep—I was 7 
0 


to wiſh you Reſt, but you are above all that—If it 
rain, Td adviſe you not to forget it does. but go into the 


Piazza. FILE [ Exit. 

Love. Tis very well, I am deſervedly laugh'd at—But 
the Door opens—Bookwit's Footman ! ¶ Latine croſſes the 
Stage] The Maſter I ſuppoſe is there too: I'll watch for 
his coming out—The Morning approaches too * 


: 
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over, He ſhall not to-night except it be for ever Oh Re- 
e renge! Ob — 

Your Enter young Boo x WIr, with Bottle a lh, foging 


ape. V. Book. Since the Day of poor Man, 

, be» That little little Span, 

more, 2750 long it cant laſt, 

Il not 2333 bb Future and paſt : 
1 I ſpent with Remorſe and Deſp air: 
= _ With fray + a full Glaſs. 

— 1 at of Life paſs, 

_ "Tis made up of Ali, 


A Storm tho" a Bubble, 
There's no Bliſs but forgetting your Care, 


- own I wonder what's become of poor Latine, I wiſh he had a 
er of Bumper of this— [ Drinks. 
love. I have no Patience to obſerve his inſolent Jollity ; 
: how immogerately Joyful my Miſery has made him! 
Pow- Bogkewit ! 
Rival Y. Book. Lovemore ? 
s, and Love. What, Sir ! Are you diverting the Thou ght of 
u muſt WW to-morrow Morning's Buſineſs with Midnight Rior? Or 
Mind; is it an Aſſignation 4 eeps you out of Bed thus late? 
about V. Book. An How «+1 or two till Morning is not much in 
is ex- either of our Lives Therefore I muſt tell you now, Sir, 
| I am ag, for your Meſſage. 


t your hat conſcious Light and Stars are Witneſſes 1 
V. Book. I want no Witnefſes—T have a Sword, as 

tation, ¶ you bid me meet you. [They draw and fight. . 

vithout Love. You've done my Buſineſs, E Falun. 

to any V. Book. Then I've done what you der d me. But 

goin this i is no place for me. CEæit. 

2 d Enter C oxflable and W, e | 


nto the Con. Where, where was this claſhing of Swords ? So 

[Exit. ho! So ho! You Sir, what are you dead, ſpeak Friend, 

t— Put what are you afraid of? If you are dead, the Law can't t 

take hold of you. 

' Watch. I beg your Pardon, Mr. Conſtable, he ought 

by the Law 5 40 carried to the Round houſe for being 

dead at this time of DR. 
D 3 Gen. 
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Con. Then away with him you'three—And you, Gen: 
| clemen, follow me, qe find out who kill'd him. [Exe 
Enter Siuon. 
Sin. What's the matfer, good Gentlemen, what's th 
matter! Oh me—Mr. Lowemors kill d Oh me! My 
Mind gives me that it muſt be about our young Lady. 

Watch. Does it ſo, Sir, then you muſt ſtay with us. 

[ Some hold Simon, whilft others carry Lovemore of, 

Sim. I ſtay with ycu ! Oh gemini ! Indeed I can't 
They can't be without me at our Houſe. 

Watch. But they wut, F riend— Hart e, Friend-1 
hope you'll be hang'd. [PP hifpers hin. 
dim. I hang'd! Pray, Sir, take care of your Work 
Madam Penelope's, * young Lady s. Servant hang d 
Take care what you ſay. 

Enter Larmz. 

Lat. Whither can this Bookwit be gone ? 

Sim. Oh! Mr. John, Mr. Lovemore is kill d juſt nov, 
ſince you went out of our Houſe; and you and you 
Maſter muſt have an hand in't. 

Lat. How! Lovemore kill'd' 5 [Thy ſeize Latine 
Enter others with young Bookwitr. © 

V. Book. Hands off, you dirty Midnight Raſcals—ln 
me go, or 

Con. Sir, what v. ere you running ſo faſt fer- Aber 
a Man kill'd in the Garden, and you're a fine Gentlema, 
and ĩt muſt be you for good honeſt Aba only beat on: 
another 

Lat. Nay, nay, we are all in a fair dur to be fir 
Gentlemen, Mr. Simon and all. — 

Cen. Hands off Raſcals, you faid Juſt now deo you 
know what a Conſtable is ? | 
VF. Book. The greateſt Man in the Pariſh, when all tle 
reſt are aſleep. 

Con. Come, come I find: they are deſperate Fellows, 
we'll to the Juſtice, and commit em immediately. Tl 
teach Raſcals to ſpeak High- -Treaſon againſt a per 
'Conftable—= [Exeunt 
nter Fznpznick, Halt od Boowiir. 
O. Book. You well may be ſurpriz d at my nn 


Fred. ] ſhall be very glad if Iam capable of doing that. 
O. Book. You knew my Tem at Oxford—and I believe 
were not ſo hard a Student, but you made ſome Acquain- 
tance in the Town — Therefore, pray tell me do you 
know Mr. Nexwtown there —his Family, Deſcent and 
Fortune? NE 
Fred. What Newtown? © | . 
O. Book. 'T'll tell you, Sir, what you young Fellows 


take moſt notice of old ones for -a Token that you needs 


muſt know him by He is the Father of the fair Matilda, 
your celebrated Beauty of that Town. | 
Fred. I aſſure you, Sir, I never heard of the Father or 
Daughter, till this Inftant—therefore I'm confident there's 
no ſuch Beauty | ; 
O. -Book. Oh Sir, I know your drift—you're tender of 
informing me for my Son's ſake—He told me all himſelf _ 
—] know all the Progreſs of his Love with the young 
Lady —How he was bs — in the Night in her Bed cham- 
ber by his Piſtol going of — the Family diſturbance that 
was rais d -upon't, which he compos'd by marrying—1 


know-itall— - 


Fred, Is Tom Bookwit then married at Oxford ? 
O. Book. He is indeed, Sir, therefore our Affairs are 


now ſo link'd that 'twill be an ill Office both to the New- 


town's, and to us, to conceal any thing from me that re- 


lates to them. | 
Fred. A Man can't be ſaid to conceal what he does not 

know—But it ſeems, it was Mr. Bookwit gave you this 

Account himſelf— - e 

O. Bool. Ves, Sir, I told you, Sir, I had it from himſelf— 
Fred. Then I'm ſure there was nothing left out, he ne- 

ver tells a Story by halves— IG cs OR 
O. Boot. Why chen you think my Son's a Liar. 


Fred. Oh fy, Sir, but he enlivens a mere Narration with 
variety of Accidents—to be plain, his Diſcourſe gains 
him more Applauſe than Credit—You could not, I believe, 


have married your Son to a leſs expenſive Lady in En- 
gland, than this Mrs. Matilda—I'll be ſworn you ft 


FS . avoid 
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for your coming home — But you'll pardon me, ſince it f 
is to eaſe me of an Anxiety that keeps me waking. 
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avoid all the Charge of gay Dreſs, high Play, and ſtately 
O0. Book. I never could fee any thing in my Son, that's 
diſingenuous, to put his aged Father to this Shame. 
Fred. Never fret or grieve fort He told Lowemere 

this Morning, ſuch a Relation of his feaſting Ladies, and 
I know not what-— that he has brought a Tilt upon his 

Hands, to-morrow Morning — therefore keep him at 
home—T'll to his Adverſary, ſo we'll convince him of a 
Fault which has ſo ill (tho' not intended) Conſequences. 

O. Book, You'll highly. oblige me, Sir. I'll trouble 
„„ = ROTTEN 2 

SCENE Newgate. Young Booxwir, LATINE, SIinen, 

.  * STORM, with the Crowd of Jail. birds 
Storm. I apprehend, Sir, by Mr. Turnkey, the Gentle- 
man there with a broken Noſe, that you're brought in for 

Murther—T honour you, Sir don't queſtion but 'twas 
done like a Gentleman——- | | { 

V. Book. I hope it will appear ſo. 
Storm. I come, I fear, Sir, to your Acquaintance, on 
ſome Prejudice, becauſe- you ſee. me thus in Irons—but 
Affliction is the Portion of the Virtuous and the Gallant— 
Y. Book. It does not depreſs, Sir, but manifeſt the Brave. 
Storm. Right, Sir. 1 find you're noble—you may 
perhaps have heard of me-—my Name is Storm—This 
Perſon my Friend, who is called Faggot, and myſelf be- 


Fl 


ing expos d by an ungrateful World, to feel its Cruelty | 
and Contempt of ragged Virtue—made War upon it - 


and in open Day infelted their High- Road. 

V. Book. Your humble Servant, Gentlemen I do 
conceive you—your Spirits could not ſtoop to Barter on 
the Change, to ſneer in Courts, to lie, to flatter, or to creep 
for Bread—You therefore choſe rather to prey like Lions, 
than betray like Crocodiles, or fawn like Dogs—you took 


upon you to interrupt the Commerce of a cheating World 


to unload the Uſurer of his anxious Pelf and ſave the 
thoughtleſs landed Boy, he travell'd to undo——with 
A thouſand ſuch good Actions, by which means you two 


ite infamous, for what two millions of you had been 


* Glorious. 


* 


Sterm. 
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Storm. Right, Sir—TI ſee you're knowing, Sir, and 
learned in Man—This Gentleman; Mr. Charcoal the Chy- 
miſt, was our ſecret Correſpondent, and as we never 
robb'd a poor Man._..ſo he never cheated a Fool—But 
ſtill impos'd on your moſt ſprightly Wits and Genius 
Fellows of Fire, and Metal, whoſe quick Fancies and 
eager Wiſhes form'd Reaſons for their undoing—He is a 
Follower of the great Raimundus Lullius ; the Publick 
think to frighten him into their own Purpoſes —But he'll 
leave the ungrateful World without the Secret 


Char, You know, Sir, he that firſt aſſerted the Antipodes, 


dyd for that Knowledge; and I, Sir, having found out 

the Melioration of Metals, the Ignorant will needs call it 

Coining - and I am to be hang d for't, would you think it? 
v. Book. When, pray Sir, are you to be immortal? 


Char. On Friday. nert- Tm very unhappy our Ar-. 


quaintance is to be ſhort—P'm very ſorry your Buſineſs 
is not over, Sir, that if it muſt be, we might go together. 
Y. Book. I'm highly oblig d to you, Sir. 3 


Char. Vet let me tell you, Sir, becauſe by ſecret Sym- | 
pathy I'm yours—] muſt acquaint you, if you can obtain 


the Favour of an Opportunity and a Crucible I can ſhew 
Projection-—directiy Sal, Sir, Sol, Sir, more bright than 
that high Luminary the Lafines call'd io Wealch ſhall be 


yours We Il turn each Bar about us into Golden Ingots 


—þir, can you lend me half a Crown! | 
Y. Pook. Oh, Sir, a Trifle between ſuch old Acquain- 
Storm, You'll be indited, Sir, to-morrow—I would 

adviſe you, when your Indictment's read—to one Thing 

—that is—don't cavil at falſe ' Latin; but if by chance 


there ſhould be a Word of good, except to that, and | 


puzzle the whole Court. 
FV. Book, Sir, I'm oblig d „ 
Storm. I defy the World to ſay, I ever did an Jl ng 
I love my Friend—but there js always ſome little. Trifle 
given to Priſoners, they call Garniſh ; we of the Road are 


above it, but o't'other ſide of the Houſe, filly Raſcals that 


came voluntarily hither—Such as are in for Fools, fign'd. 
their own Mitti mus, in being bound for others, may per- 
haps want it: I Il be your faithful Almoner. Y. 


--M 


(5 


- 
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V. Book. O, by all means, Sir [Gives him Meng, 
Storm. Pray, Sir, is that your Footman ? TT 

V. Book. He is my Friend, Sir. A 
Storm. Look you, Sir, the only time to make uſe of: 
Friend is in Extremity ; do you think you cou d not hay 
Him, and fave yourſelf? Sir, my Service to you, you 
own Health. Iu 
1 Pri. Captain, your Health. 
. [Gives it to the next Priſmy, 
2 Pri. Captain, your Healtn. TR, 
| Storm. But perhaps the Captain likes Brandy better. 
| So ho! Brandy there— [ Drinks.) But you don't per 
= i buaps like theſe ſtrong Liquors—Sider, ho— Drinks 1 
him in it Gentlemen all But Captain, I ſee you don! 
love Sider neither You and I will be for Claret then 
Ay marry! I knew this would pleaſe [ Drinli.] you 
1 again.) Faith we'll make an end on't, I'm gh 
3 ond OS OR y ĩ 
1 Turn. I'm „Captain Storm, to ſee you im 
=_ upon Eo Hunk and put him to Charge in his Mi 
: = tune If a Petty Larceny Fellow had done this —But ore 
1 F 7 5 3 
Storm. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I don't queſtion but tle 
Captain underſtands there is a Fee to you fn going to tle 
Keeper's fide. Bock. an Lat. give him Money.) ¶ E xeu. 

Tyrnhey, Simon following.) Nay, nay, you mult ſtay her. 
Fim. Why Tam Simon, Madam Penelope's Man. 

Storm. Then Madam Pene/ope's Man muſt ftrip for Ga: 
niſh; indeed, Maſter Sman, you mult. 

Sim. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves! 
Storm. Thieves, Thieves] Why you ſenſeleſs Dog, do 
vou think there's Thieves in Newgate ? Away with him i 

the Tap-houſe. Puſbes bim eff.] We'll drink his Co 
off. Come, my little Chymiſt, thou ſhalt tranſmute ti 

Jacket into Liquor, Liquor that will make us forget ia 

evil Day — And while Day is ours, let us be merry. 


Fir little Villains muſt ſubmit to Fate, | : 
That great Ones way enjoy the World in Stats, [Exeat 


1 
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AC r V. 
SCENE, Alerogute. 


SCENE opens, and diſcovers Boox wrr on 2 after, 
Lars looking un him. 


LATINE. | 


OW quietly he reſts ! Oh that I could, by 7 
him, han = how: over him, and feeling all his Care, 
protract his Sh 
Oh Sleep! Thos ſweeteſt 'Gift of "Heaven to'Man, 
Still in thy downy Arms embrace my Friend, 
Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent Trance 
To ſenſe of Yeſterday, and pain of Being; 
In thee th Oppreſſors ſooth their angry Brow, 
5 thee th Oppreſs d forget N Power, 
—— — 
The Wretch condemn' d is. equal to his Judge, 
And the ſad Lover to his cruel Fair; >: 
Nay, all the ſhining Gloties Men purſue, | 
When thou art wanted, are but empty Noife.z 
Who then wou'd court the Pomp 6f guilty Power, 
When the Mind fickens at the weary Shew, 
And flies to rary.Death for Eaſe ; 
When half our fe FSI of our * 
He l 
How do I pi Life, 
* 1 he ner Ae 'Lives to fave! | | 
V. Boat. How heavil do T awake this Morning ! 'Oh 
this ſenſeleſs drinking ''To ſuffer a whole Week's Fain for 
an Hour's Jollity—Methinle my Senſes are burning roumd 
me—T have but interrupted Hints of the laſt Night— 
Ha; in a Goal; Oh! I remember, I remember : Qn 
Lovemere ! ö Lovenote 1 1 remeniber— | | * 
t. 


. 
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F. Book. Oh! Whither ſhall I run, t avoid myſelf? 
Why all theſe Bars? Theſe bolted Iron Gates ? 
They ages to ſecure me—Here, here's my Rack, 
My Goal, 3 5 
- Oh! 6 it—T cannot bear the ruſhing. 

Of new Thoughts— 

Fancy expands my Senſes to Diſtraction, 

And my Soul de to that boundleſs Space, 

To which I've ſent my wretched, wretched Friend. 
Oh! 0p Latine ! Jsall our Mirth and Humour Cone 

to | 

Give me thy Boſom, cloſe 3 in thy Boſom hide me 
From thy Eyes, I cannot bear their 21 Fo or Reproach— 

Lat. Bookwit, how heartily I love you—l don 
know what to ſay But pray have Patience. 

Y. Book. If you can't my Pain, that's but commu- 
nicated by your Pity—how ſhall I my prope inborn Wor, 
my wounded Mind? 

Tat. In all Aſſaults of Fortune that ſhould be ſerene, 
Notin the Power of Accident or Chance— 

V. Book. Words! Words! All that is but mere Talk; 
Perhaps indeed to undeſerv'd Affliction 
Reaſon and Argument may give Relief, 

Or in the known Viciſſitudes of Life, 
We may feel Comfort by our ſelf-perſuaſion. 

But oh ! "There is no tall mg away Guile : | 

This divine Particle-will ake for ever. 

There is no Help but whence ] dare not * 

When this material Organ's indifpos d 
Juleps can cool, and Anodines give Reſt, 
But nothing mix with this celeſtial Dro 4/7 

But Dew that high Heav'n of which put, 

Lat. May that high Heav'n . l 

ad reconcile you to yo urfelf. © 

FV. Book. How can I hope it— _ 5 
No -I muſt deſcend from Mann. 
Grovel on Earth, nor dare look yp again! 


| Oh Lovemere! Lovemore ! Where 12 o 
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Oh! Thinking, Thinking, why didſt thou not come ſooner, 
Or not no W 
My Thoughts do ſo confuſe me now as my Folly and plea - 
{ares did before this fatal Accident that I cannot recol. 
k; lec whence Lowemore was provok'd to challenge me. 

Lat. You know, dear Bookwit, I fear d ſome Ill from a 
careleſs way of talking--Butalas! I dreamt not of ſo great 

V. Book. Ay there it was He was naturally a little j _” 
lous! Heav'ns, do I ſay he was! I talk'd to him of | 
Treats, and he might poſſibly believe twas where he had 
engag d—I remember his ſerious Behaviour on that Sub- 


+ Is 


ome ject—Oh this unhappy Tongue of mine! 
4 Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying. Foe. 

That ftill run' on, nor wait'ſt Command of Reaſon, 
h— WW Oh! I coud tear thee from me 
don't Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the Action? 

Y. Book. He wou'd have don't ; but I fluſh'd with the 

mmi- Thoughts of Duelling - preſs d on 
Woe, i Thus for the empty Praiſe of Fools, I'm ſolidly unhappy. 


Kev) You take it too deeply—Your Honour was cons 
Y. Book. Honour ! The horrid Apylication of that 
Talk; facred Word, to a Revenge 'gainſt Friendſhip, Law and 
Reaſon, is a damn? d aſt ſhift of the damn'd envious Foe of 

human Race. The routed Fiend projected this but fince 
th' expanſive glorious Law. from Heav'n came down 
Forgive. Enter TURNKEY. 

urn. Gentlemen, I come to tell you that you have the 
ceo to be carried in Chairs to your Indictment, to which 
* m mull $0 immediately. | 

e are ready, Sir. 

. Bool. How tha bear the Eye hoe o of che Crowd 
in Court ? [Exeunt. 

| SCENE, Fazpentct' Lodeings. | 
Inter LovEMORE in @ Serjeant's Gown, and FREDERICK, 

Love. Mankind is infinitely beholden to this noble Stip-- 
tick, that cou'd produce ſuch wonderful Effects ſo ſudden- 
ly: But tho' my Wound was very light, I'm weak by the 
Efuſion of ſo much r 
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Fred Yer afterall, you eee 


your Paſſion. Your * ſtill beats Penelope, Ponel, 
in this Diſguiſe you have 


I'm glad you 
you came to 


ment k | 
| Enter old Booxwrr. i 
There be i bs eons * | 

O: Book. Oh! Mr. Fredirick—Too' late, too en 


our Care: They met laſt Night, and then the fatal Act was 


done—You'll excuſe, Sir, a Fathers Sero .I can't 
ſpeak much, but you may gueſs what I hope from you. 
Fred. You may depend upon ingenuous Uſage in the 
Proſecution ; I'm going inftantly to Penelope's with this 
learned Gentleman to know what ſhe can ſay to this matter 
—] deſir'd you in the Note I ſent you to purchaſe the Fa- 


your of your Son's brought thither, where he and 


may be Witnefles of what ſhall paſs—T ſeek net his 
nor wor'd neglect a Juſtice to my deceas'd Friend. 
0. Bool. I believe my Son and the reſt are going thither 
eber this; and I deſire this worthy Serjeant's Favour and 
Advice—fince we both mean the ſame thing, only to act 
with Honour, if his Life may be ſavd— 


Love. Flt do what's juſt to the Deceas'd and uu Serien 5 


O. Book. Fl leave yon, but will take care to eome in 


Juſt afore the Criminals arrive 1 . 
Love. The poor old Gemieman-—Frithee 1 go, 1 | 


to ſee my lovely Torment Penelope. | 
Fred. I'll but leave word within. [Fae 
; SCENE PrxxLO E- Aer 
Eier Penntore and Vieronia. 
Pen. It ſeems Simon lay out all Night, and was ered 
away by the Watch with fome Gentlemen in a Quarrel. 
Vid. I faney the Men who are always for ſhewing their 
Valour, are like the Women who are nope talking of 
their Chaſtity, ** they” re confeious their defect 
in't. 5 
Per. W we are not apt ne Arguments, 
but about what we think is AY PR 


ity. for Obſervati- 
on; you'll ſee whether you 6vght ſtilbto value her or not: 
E 
elf; I Nei old Bookwit 8 71 w- 


Vis. 
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Vie. Ay, ay, they whoſe Honour is a ſore part, are 
more fearful of being touch'd, than they in whom tis 
only a tender one. But tell me honeſtly, Penelope ſnould 

r Lovemore be in this Rencounter, and that for your 
fake, wou'd it have no effect upon you in his Fayour ? 

Pen. I don't know how to bc; yon; but I find ſome- 
thing in that Reflection, which acquaints me tis very hard 
for one to know one's own Heart. .[Sighs. 

Vidt. However, let your Heart anſwer me one Queſtion 
_ more, as well as it can Does it love me as well as ever 

it did? e rs WY 

Pen. Do's not, Madam, that Queſtion proceed from a 
Change in your own ? | GX (7s 

Vie. It does, Penelope, I own it does—T had a long 
Conflict with myſelf on my Pillow, laſt Night. 

Pex. What were your Thoughts there ? | 

Vid. That I ow'd it to our Friendſhip to acknowledge 
to you that all the Pleaſure I once had in you, is vaniſhed 
Ah Penelope! I'm ſorry for every good Quality you have-- 

Pen. Since you are ſo frank—I muſt confeſs to you 
ſomething very like this—But however I envy'd that 
ſprightly ingenuous native Beauty of yours; Iſee it now 
ſo much the figure of your Mind, that I can conquer, I 
dlink I can, any Inclination in myſelf that oppoſes. the 
or. KM Happineſs of ſo ſincere a Friend—— — | 
in Vid. Ex 


b OI 


* F 


plain yourſelf, my Dear. 5 
xil. Pex. I'Il diſcountenance this Bookwwit's ambiguous Ad- 
„ 1 (Lieeſſes— And if Lovemore can forgive my laie ill Uſage 
unt. r ; TY 
Ser. Mr. Frederick below deſires to ſee you on ſome 
ried Vid. I have not time, my deareſt Friend, to applaud - 
el. or thank you—but muſt run in He comes from Love- 


heir re remember. e [ Exit... 
g of Pen. Let him come up—Now can't I for my Life for- 
i Enter FRE DERIEK and LovEMORE. JR 
ents, Pen. Good morrow, Sir: I believe I know your Buſi- 
© *cl5—you're officious for your Friend—Bat I am _ 
Vid. 3 wp ES | | 7 
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Fred. I know you are, and have been; but I come oil 
to do him a laſt Office. He Il trouble you no me but! 
muſt conjure you to read this, and inform this 
Gentleman what you know of this Mis fortune. 

Pen. reading. Your Cruelty frovak'd me to defire the 
Fawour of dying by My. Bookwit's Hand, fince he had taken 
from me more than Life, in robbing me of you—farewel fir 
euer . dire Frederick not to give you this, till Tam m 
more—Writ in his Blood Till I am no more!] Love. 
more no more — Thou ſhalt not be no more Thon 
ſhalt live here for ever. Here, thou deareſt Paper, mingle 
with my Life's Stream : Either the Paper bleeds anew; or 

my Eyes weep Blood—$0 let em do for ever—Oh, my 
Lavemore ! Did the Vanity of a prating Boy baniſh by 
ſolid Services and manly Love? 

Fred. This is no Reparation to him for kis loſt Life 
nor me for my loft Friend Vet when you pleaſe to receive 

= I am obl 'd to deliver you ſome Papers, wherein he 
wen N the Fortune he could beſtow; nor would 

oKe me ev'n thus injur'd as he was — — 
| 8 Curſe on all Wealth and Fortune! He, kei is gone 
who only deſerv'd all, and whoſe Worth I know too late. 
| Lowe. "Oh Ecſtaſy! Why was I angry at her rejoicing 
in my Sorrow, when her's to me is ſuch a perfect Bliſs? 
Tis barbarous, not to diſcover myſelf? - + [To Fred. 

Fred. Do, and be us'd barbaroufly But, Madam, you 
| muſt be compos'd;; your Life for ought I knows at flake, 
for there is no ſuch thing as Acceſſaries in Murther ; and it 
can be prov'd,' you knew of -Lovemore's threatning to 
fight Bookwit—You muſt either take your Tra youth 
of be Mr. Boots Witneſs. 

Pen, I his neun ſwear ay ching to hang 
r 
- Fred. Ab! Nada, you muſt conſider yourſelf howe- 

ver — Pray, Sir, read her Indictment to her. 
ULove. reading. That on the ſaid third Day of April, the 
aid Penelope, 97 the Pariſh of St. Martin's in the Field,” 
Spinſter. without Fear before her Eyes, but by the Inſtiga- 
tion of the Devil, and vengh an: lf bh Heart 
| P Tis too true IV Ton 
| ve. 
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ily Love. Did contrive, abett, and conſent to the Death of 
1 John Lovemore, E/quire, of the Age of twenty eight Years, 
ied or thereabouts. | l e . 
. Fred. I can't hear the mention of him without Tears. 
the He was the fincereſt Friend FR PEST. 
"1M Love. J think I have ſeen him - He was, Fve heard, a 
for Man of Honeſty, but of ſomething a diſagreeable Make. 
7 Pen. Oh] Sir, you never ſaw him, if you think ſo— 
ves His Perſon was as free as bis Mind was honeſt, nor had 
hoa be Imperfection, but his Love of me. [Weeps. 
Love I tremble, I ſhall diſoblige her too much. [To Fred. 
Fred. You ſhan't diſcover yourſelf, you ſhall go through + 
her Soul, now tis moy'd on our ſide—Win her now, or 
ſee my Face no more—T'll not have my Wine ſpoil'd eve- 
ry Night, with your Recitals of Love, and aſking Advice, 
tho' you never mean to take it, like a true Lover. | 
Pen. When did that beſt of Men expire, good Mr. 
Frederick ? 5 me os 7 „ 
Fred. This Morning: But ſhou'd I ſpeak the manner. 
With a faint dying Voice he call'd nie to him -I went in 
Tenderneſs to take my long farewel-—He in a laſt Effort 
of Nature preſt me to his Breaſt, and with the ſofteſt Ac- 
cent ſigh'd in Death, Penelope. 
Pen. Oh the too generous Man! Ungrateful I! 
Curſes on him firſt flatter d with his Tongue, 
On her that firſt diſſembled in her Silence 
What Miſeries have they entail'd on Life, 
To bring in Fraud and Diffidence in Love! 
dimplicity's the Dreſs of honeſt Paſſion, 
Then why our Arts, why to a Man enamour' 
That at her Feet effuſes all his Soul, | 
Muſt Woman cold a ,' falſe to herſelf and him? 
Fred. Do you ſee ho Yao'd have ſpoke before ſhe 
tonſider d that-ꝛ . [ {fide to Love. 
Pen. Oh! Cou'd I fee him now to preſs his lived Lips, 
And call him back to Life with my Js 4 68 5 
His Eyes wou d glare upon my Guilt with Horror, 
That us d to glotè and melt in Love before me _ 
Let mine for ever then be ſhut to Joy, . 
To all that's bright, and © Ra Man! 
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Tl to his ſacred Aſhes be a Wife, LY 
And to his —_—_ devote my Life. [Exit 
Love. This is worth dying for Indeed —I' follow her 
Freu. No ſhan't ; let her in—throw herſelf 
upon her and hug, and call her Pillow Lewemur, 
Tis but what you've done a thouſand times for her. 


"—_— That's true too. 
red. Let her contemplate on the Miſchief of her Va. 
nity : She ſhall lament till her Glaſs is of our ſide Til 
its pretty Nies be all blubber'd, its Heart muſt heave nd 
pant with perfect Anguiſh before twill feel the Sorrow of 
_ another's ; don't you now Pride, Scorn, Affectation, and 

a whole Train of Ills muſt be ſobb'd 1 before a great 
' Beauty's mortify'd to purpoſe. 10} 

Enter Servant. 
| ber. Old Mr. Bookwit — for you here, Mr. Fr. 
cæ a 
Fred. pray let him come up. = 
Enter old BookwiT. _ 

Love. What's the matter? You ſeem more diſcompos{ 
| than you were at Mr. Fredericks ; ſomething ſtill new. 

- O: Bo:k. I faw the Boy a-coming in a Chair, he look 
ſo languid and diſtreſs'd, poor Lad: He has all his Mo- 
_ ther's Softneſs, by nature of e MW e 

Gentlemen you know not what it is to be a Father 
To fee my only Child in that Condition My Gre 
> may at : the ght of kim, I thought I could hav Par 

ce till I Taw him. 
Enter 5 oe! | 
Ser. Thereare two or ne defire Anis 
by Appointment. | 
O. Book, 'Tis right, Sir. 

Euter ybung Bookwit, LaTing, and Coaler. 
Od, my dear Child, oh Tom! Are all thy aged Fathers 
Hopes then come to this, that he can't ſee thee his on) 
Son, but guarded by a Goaler Thy Mother's happy that 
liv'd not to ſee this Days all the Nurture that ſhe ga 
thy Infancy The Eradition ſhe bequeath'd: thy Vol, 
thus anſwer'd—Oh, my Son, my Son! Riſe — ſups 
port thy Father! I fink with Tenderneſs, my Child, con 
de my Arms while thou art mine, PX V. But 


bw , 3 


Conſider, Sir, in 
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v. Book. Oh beſt of Fathers | | | 
Let me not fee your Tears, don't double my Afliions 
There's Conſolation 5 0 a Friend laments us, but 
When a Parent grieves, the Anguiſh is too native, 
Too much our own to be called Pity. 8 


Oh! Sir, conſider, I was born to die 


Tis but expanding t, and Life is nothing; 
Ages and — 2 ws — y. 


and with reſiſtleſs mel ag like Waves o'er Waves, 

Roll down th' irrevocable Stream of Time, 

Into the inſatiate Ocean for ever Thus we are gone. 

But the erroneous Senſe of Man—'tis the Lamented 

That's at reſt, but the Survivor mourns — 

All my Sorrows vaniſh with that Thought, 

But Heav'n grant my aged Father Patience. | 
O. Book. Oh Child ! [Turning away. 
4 3 Do ive torment yourſelf, you ſhall promiſe 


What i Gr bo y do bal von with ay D 
that our Relation ceaſes, 

Nor ſhall I want your Care, or know your Grief. 
It matters not whether by Law, or Nature, tis I die. 
What, won't my Father hear me plead to him ? 

Don't turn from Mme——— } 


Yet don't look at me with your Soul ſo full. 


20 Book. Oh my Child, my 3 


. lov'd thee, that I arm 0vay. 
To hear my Son perſuade me to reſign him, 
I can't, T in +. Grief is inſupportable. 
Y. Book. You make a Coward of me with your Anguiſh, 
I grow an Infant, ſearce can weep with — 
But let me keep ſome Decency in my Diſtreſs. 
O. Book. If we might be apatt.erm— 


[Looking at the Company. | 
But that's too much to have. 


Goal. No, no, we Il leave you to yourſelves. [Exeunt. 
O. Book. I have too much upon me, Child, to ſpeak 
And indeed have * to — to feed wy Eye _ 
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thee, e er we part for ever, if Tears would let me— When 
you have ſlept in your Cradle, I have wak d for you. 
and was it to this end—Oh Child, you've broke your 
| Father's Heart. 8 | [ Sewoon;, 
V. Book. Good Heav'n forbid it—guard him and pro. 
He faints, he's cold, he's gone. [Running to bin, 
He's gone, and with his laſt Breath call'd me Parricide, 
You've broke your Father's Heart! Oh killing Sound! 
I'm all Contagion, to pityMe is Death. _ | 
My Griefs to all are mortal but myſelf. . | 
You've broke your Father's Heart ! If I did fo, 
Why thus ſerene in Death, thou ſmiling Clay, 
Why that calm Aſpect to thy Murtherer ? 
Oh big unutterable Grief—merciful Heav'n, 
I don't deſerve this Eaſe of Tears to melt 
With Penitence—Oh ſweet, ſweet Remorſe, | 
Now all my Powers give way - 5 
To my juſt Sorrow, for the beſt of Fathers. [Alu. 
Thou venerable Fountain of my Life, 
Why don't I alſo die deriv'd from thee ? 
Sure you are not gone—1s the way out of Life 
Thus eaſy, which you ſo much fear'd in me? 
e eee os [Takes him by the Hani. 
Why ſtay I after ? But I deſerve to ſtay, 
© 'To feel the quick Remembrance of my Follies. 
Vet if my Sighs, my Tears, my Anguiſh can atone— 
Re-enter FxeDeRICE, Lovemors, LATINE, Goakr, 
VICTORIA and PENELOPE. 
Fred. What is the Matter What 
Y. Book. Behold this Sight, I am the guilty Wretch— 
Fred. Keep aſide a little, Sir, he only ſwoons, I hope, 
I think he-breaths—yes, he'returns—you muſt compoſe 
vurelf. | 7 
Lat. Poor Bootavit, how utterly he ſeenis diſtreſs'd. 
O0. Book. I will be calm—refign to Heay'n, and hear 


you patiently. | . 

Fred. Vou, Sir, his Favourite Servant, pray ſpeak bo- 

neſtly the Truth of what you know, to this learned Gen- 

tleman; who is Council in this Caſe. 4 _ 
Tons | BS ABR. Coke Soi. 


Lat. Know then, 
tleman of a plentiful Fortune. I am thus dreſs d to carry 
on ſuch gay Purſuits as ſhould offer in this Town Not to 


Of thy ſtupendious Friendſhi 


my Joy at thy Recovery 
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Love. Pray, Sir, give the Servant leave firſt, 
854 not whar I ſeem, but a Gen- 


detain you. Mr. Pookwit ſent me late laſt Night, with a 


Letter to one of theſe Ladies Coming from thence, as 


I croſs'd, I ſaw Lowemore in the Garden, he ſtopp'd me, 
and after ſome Queſtions concerning my Meſſage to this 
Houſe, to which he did not like my Anſwers, he ſtruck 
me, we fought—T left him dead upon the Spot, of which 
this Gentleman is guiltleſs —— — 2 

O. Book. How! Was it you then that kill'd Mr. Lowe- 
more f | # 

Lat. "Twas this unhappy Hand gave him his Death, 
but ſo provok'd | | 

v. Book. Who cou'd believe that any pleaſing Paſſion 
Could touch a Breaſt loaded with Guilt like mine ? 
But all my Mind is ſeiz'd with Admiration 
p What then 
Could'ſt thou hold thy innocent Hand yp at a Bar 
With Felons to ſave thy Friend? | 
How ſhall 1 chide or praiſe thy brave Impoſture? 
Ah! Sir ! Believe him not—He cannot bear the Loſs of 
me whom he o'ervalues, therefore with higheſt Gallantry 
he offers a Benefit which twere the meaneſt Baſeneſs t 
receive. 3 8 
But, Death's more welcome than a Life ſo purchas d. 

Lat. We all know you can talk, and gild things as you 
pleaſe, but the Lady's Servant knows I was taken near the 
Body, when you —— © V 

V. Book. Sir, do but hear me [Puſhing away Lat. 
Lat. Tl eafily convince you. [Puſvinz away Book. 
Y. Book. Pray mind him not, his Brain is touch'd— 
Lat. J am the Man, he was not near the Place 
Love. J can hold out no longer — Lovemore ſtill lires 
radore your noble Friendſhip, and begs a ſhare in't. Be 
not amaz d! Bat let me graſp you both, who in an Age 
degenerate as this, have ſuch tranſcendent Virtue | 


% 


V. Book. Oh Lowemore ! Lavemore ! How ſhall 1. WO : * } 
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J fail beneath the too eeſtatiek Pleaſure 
What Help has human Nature from its Sorrows, 
When our Relief itſelf is ſuch a Burthen. ; 
O. Book Oh, the beſt Burthen upon Earth! I beg your 


Pardon, Sir—lI never was ſo taken with a Man in my 
Life at firſt ſight, Ki es Love.] Let me be known to you 


[To Lat; 
Lat. Sir, you do me honour ——- 

O. Book. But you, I adies, are the firſt Cauſe of the | 
many Errors we have been in, and you only can extricate 
us with Satisfaction Such is the force of Beauty — The 
Wounds the Sword gave this Gentleman were light, but 
you've transfix'd a vital and a noble Part, his Heart — Had 

Ie his Pretences, I had not interpos'd for my Son 
Fred. Come, Madam, no more of the Cruel—Go on, 
Lovemore ; o my Conſcience the Man's afraid, tis Impu- 
dence to be alive 'again—You ſee him now, Madam, 
now you may preſs his livid Lips, and call him back to 
Life with your Complaints. e 
Love. I ſtand, methinks, upon the Brink of Fate, in 
an ambiguous Interval of Life, and doubt t' accept of he- 
ing till you ſmile. In every human Incident beſides 
J amr ſuperior, and can chuſe or leave, . 
But in the minuteſt things that touch my Love, 
My Boſom's ſeiz'd with Anguiſh, or with Tranſport. 
Pen. You've ſhewn your Paſſion to me with ſuch Ho- 
nour, that if I am confus'd, I know I ſhould not be, to 
ſay I approve it For I know no Rules ſhould make 
me inſenſible of generous Uſage—My Perſon and my 
Mind are yours for ever. | Do 
Lowe. Then Doubts and Fears, and anxious Cares be gone. 
All ye black Thoughts that did corrode my Breaſt; 
_ Here enter Faith, and Confidence, and Love! 
Love that can't live with Jealouſy, but dwells 
With ſacred Marriage, Truth, and mutual Honour. 
I kew not where you wou'd beſtow your Vows, | 
But never doubted of your Faith when given. 
| | | — » [Kiffong ber Hand. 
0. Bu. You ſee, my Son. how Conſtaucy s rewarded. 
You have from Nature every Quality, « 


To make you well become what Fortune gave you; 
But neither Wit or Beauty, Wealth or Courage, 


Implicitly deſerve the World's Eſteem, — 


They're only in their Application, Goods | 

How cou'd you fight a Man you knew not why ? 

You don't think that tis great, meerly to dare? 
"Tis that a Man is juſt he ſhould be bold 

Indeed you've err'd. | | 

Lat. You give my Friend, methinks, too much Com- 
punction for a little Levity in his AQtions—when he's too 
ſevere in's own Reflections on em. . 

Pen. Well, Victoria, you ſee I take your Advice at laſt 
in Choice of Lowemore. | 
» Vie. I congratulate your miſſing of the other. 

Pen. I heartily believe you, my dear Friend. 

O. Book. But we beſt guide our Actions by hopes of 
Reward. Cou'd but my Son have ſuch a glorious Proſ- - 
pect as this fair One, [To Victoria.] I doubt not but his 
future Carriage wou'd deſerve her. |  _ | 

Vie. I believe I may ſafely promiſe to approve of all 
the Truth he tells me. $45 | 

V. Book. You've promiſed then to like all I ſhall ſay. 

O. Book. Theſe unexpected good Events deſerve our 
Celebration with ſome Mirth and Fiddles. 

Fred. I foreſaw this happy Turn, therefore have pre- 


par'd em.— Call in the Dancer. 
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The pas 12 1 
8 ON G, 2 
By Mr. bremen 


As; 
Tt 


HE felling Years the Joys reflore 7 
Which happy, happy Britain leu, 
ben in a Female Age before © — 
| Brant the Bord of Baile dn. 
u. 
Munpbs and Fauns and rural Pow'rs, 
0 cryſtal Floods and ſhady mes 
Mo more ſpall here pre | 
The flowing Ware and wing G 


heir preſent Queen, 
their Pride. 


ms 


$25 To "lf Pleafures 7%. hg | 

Of tender Note, and tuneful Strings 
All your Arts devoted are | 

Jo move the Innocent and Fair: | 

While they receive the pleafing W ound, 

| Eccho repeats the dying Sound. 4 I, 


F. Book. Since ſuch deſery Alkane: they walt ha 
Who with gay Falſhoods entertain the Fair; 
Let all with this juſt Maxim guide their Youth, 
. is Rag. inLove put Truth. 


— 


[Excunt 


"IN 30 


